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SCENE, The Palace of Au- 
guftus Czfar. 


Enemy 


To Her GRACE 


The Dutcheſs of Por/ſmonth. 


Madam, . 


s I HERE is nothing more difficult, even to the Vali- 
ant or the Witty, than making Approaches to the 
Fair : Nay, I am contident the moſt renowned Con- 
querour, even Alexander himſelf, it he now liv'd, would 
rather ſtand expos'd alone to the Javelins of an enrag'd Mul- 
titude, than make his Addrefs to a Beauty fo powerfully arm'd 
as Your Grace. The moſt tofty Wit that ever conſtant Succeſs 
and popular Applauſe made confident, would tremble to ſpeak 
before You : Judge then how unfit I am, blaſted in my hopes, 
and preſs'd in my growth by a moſt ſevere, if not unjuſt For- 
tune. 'Tis greatly done to raiſe the depreſs'd, which makes 
me apply my ſelf to Your Grace, who, as You are the Bright- 
eſt, are likewiſe the Nobleſt Object in the World ; You enli- 
ven, like the Sun, with Univerſal Influence, which induces 
me to hope that a Beam from Your Grace may reach, 


The Humbleſt of 


Tour Ser Vants, 


NAT. LEE. 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Roche. 
'E whoje attempt 1s ſhewn this Night to pleaſe, 
Beheld me entring ond my arm did ſeize, 
GYyd, Madam, ſlay, ſlay but one minute more ; 
But I your Servant left him at the door. 
How dear, and yet how dreadful is the Night, 
That makes a Poet, or undoes him quite ? 
Such is the Ntght when a kind-bearted Maid 
Becomes a Sacrifice to Bridal bed : 
She fears to give what yet ſhe wiſhes pal, 
Cres fie, no, and drives it to the laſt. 
If to be brought oily Stage fo much can fright, 
What Devil makes you all jo mad to rite ? 
But hold, let me confuder 
IWit which was formerly but Recreation, 
Is now become the Buſineſs of the Nation 
Prentices write Lampoons, your Fuſtices 
Have quirks for Courtiers late debaucheries, 
And Conflables with qiubbles break the pe.ce. 
Tour formal Citizen turns man of ſenſe, 
And has to Ingenuity pretence : 
1reats Miſs in Box, which was but Punk with you, 
G7ipes her cras'd knee, and treads upon ber tor, 
And cries, Þ. fack, my dear, this Play will do. 
Nb Beard preciſe his Verdict dares pronounce 
Iho by predeſtination 1s a Dunce : 
All teill be cenſuring a man that writes, 
And: praiſe or dimn bim like a man that fights. 
With boldneſs therefore: botÞ ſhoutd be inſpir'd, + 
The Stout and Witty ſhould alike be fd : 
Poets, /ike Men of Conrage, that begin, 
Should till puſh forward when they'r2 enter'd 1m, 
Til! certain of Applauſe they write teith eoſe, 
And with juſt forces are rejolvd go pleaſe : 
The li1le Wits of* conrſe will then obey, 
And briskly ſwear the faſhionable way, 
To all that thoſe in/ipidly can fay : 
So a young ſharp-ſet Bully 
With famine pinch'd, and much much groen to think, 
Who thir ſts y fame, bit thirfts much more for drink, 
Reſotves to periſh, or inbance bis Name, 
And gives not ”re till be proves Cock oil Game ; 
Toen be who lately feent'd like Winter bare, 
Comes forth like Summer looſely clad and clear 
He dries the Squires with breath of Pantaloons, 
And the leaft words be ſpeaks is Bloud and wounds. 


Wyn 


4. Ca 


_ 


n=" 
We . od 


- 


"# 


45.5. EA - 


- As. tr 


GLORIANA 


ACT I SCENE L 


A om Enter Auguſtns, Agrippa, Mecznas, Ovid following 
with Muſick, and fines while the Emperonr fits melancholy. 


Ss @ 3 
ET Buſmeſs no longer uſurp your High Mind 


, 
But to Dalliance groe wy, and to Pleaſi e be kind: 
Let Buſineſs T0 MOYYOW, 10 MOY YOW mp. Y, 

But to day the ſhort Bleſſing let's cloſely enoy : 

1 cs frolick below, tall they bear us avove ; 

fo Cafar wel! /ing, to Cafar and Jove. 


From Buſineſs we'll ramble. like Bridegrooms unbrac'd, 
And ſurfeit on Pleaſures which others but taſt. 
Well laugh 1i/lwe weep on the breaſts of the Fair, 
And the Tears ihat we ſhed, ſhall the Treſpaſs reparr. 
We'll vow that below tw; but At thoſe above, 

[ho neve? repent, yet are altoays in Love. 


Ov, Vaſt are the Glories, Cr/ar, thou haſt won, 
To make whoſe Triumphs up, the World's undone : 
The Irs from the Eaſtern parts remote, 

To thee the Treature of their Shrines devote : 
Whole Trees of Coral, which they div©d for low, 
That in the walks of Neprunfs Palace grow, 
With Tritons rrumpeting on eviry bough ; 

Pearls which the mourning eyes of Thetzs pay, 
When her cooFd Lover bolts through waves away 
And Diamonds that the Sun each morning ſheds, 
Driving his Chariot ore their ſooty heads. 

Me. The S:5y19i275 from their Northern Climate come, 

And in their Waggon-houſes penhive roame ; 

For thee they eek : 'Tis at thy Name they thake, 
and far oft proſtrate Adorations make. 

[hey who the great Pe//ean Victor's Arms 
KepelPd, ſeem Thunder-{trook at thy alarms. 

Agr. The Parthiuns dreading Cz/ſar, Peace proclaim, 
\\ hoſe haughry minds no Force could ever tame. 

Who the renowird Mark Azrhbony o'recame. 
11/15, who like fome large Oak had ttood 


\nd C/ 
© 


- 


[ne brulh of warring winds, and ſhowwrs of blood. 
its Army round him like an under-wood ; 


B Thelie 


2 GLORIANA; or, 
Theie Martial Rangers root and branches tore, 
And on their Creſts his trickling heart-ſtrings wore. 


Ov. The World ſhow'd {tretch ro hold an Emperour 


So tall in Vertue, and fo wide in Pow'r. 

Where e're on Nature's peaceful face he treads, 

Her toremolt rank oft Sons ſubmit their heads : 

With {miles they all his God-like walkings greet, 
While Crowns and Scepters play about his tecr. 

Ag. Ceale th's unwelcome noile , I ſay, give oe, 

Ye muit not ſpeak, jince 1 can hear no more : 

Take wing like Angels, fiy to Heav'ns abodes, 


though ye have tongues might charm the ears of Gods : 


They pleaſe not me, tor 1 am diſcord all, 

Broke by my own that triumph in my tall. 

Barns and Out-houles, or ſome rotten Hold, 
Picatc the dark Birds better than rooms of Gold. 
Vhy tcl] ve me of circumvelted pride, 

Ot Purpld Fame, and thoutand c:res beſide ? 
Give me but one or two fott happy hours, 

And all the greatnefles of State be vours. 


/lec. Whar lifted troubles your high thoughts mole! ! 


And ſhake the trame of your Maje!tick breaſt ? 

Ov. it tome portentous darkneis at Noon-day, 
Should o're the Heav'n deep dieadtul blackz vQiplay, 
Without ottence to Altars we might come, 

To know the caute of ſuch a horrid gloom. | 
Tis Loyal kindnets urges our defire ; 7 
Speak, Ce/2r, lelt we fin while we enquire. : 

Alec. So huge and dark your Sorrow's Chaos grows 
No glimmnring ſtreak of Joy can interpole. 

Ov. Your mighty care no interval allows, 

All mulings, ſtarts, and 1ad contracted brows., 
Your Spirit like old Night, e're Day was made, 
{[s one tubjtantial darkneſs, ſolid ſhade. ; 

Agr. Laſt night as at your feet ] waking lay, 
Viewing the Golden Taper's watchtul Ray. 

[ heard your deeds with horrour wrap'd untold, 
Sad Sacred things, and never to be told, 

L taw vou arm'd trom your rols'd Bed ariſe, 
Aweful as ove, cail'd by a Virgins Cries, 

' Starts with his Thunder to the curtain'd Skics: 
Honour you cry'd, then ftalk'd about the Room, 
Thrice calfd, Scribomea, curſe npon_thy womb z 
Cutting the Air you made three empty blows, 
And then lay down, ſeeking with groans repoſe. 


Aec. Eva now 1irong fighs your Royal tabrick tear, 


And with their violent courſe torment the Air : 
Slowfom your eyss conflicting Jorrows Pals, 
And you in yain the ſtruggling tears Tuppt<1>, 
+* ut © 
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The Corrt of Auguſtus Ceſar. } 


Ag. O my lovy'd Friends, 'tis a harſh truth ; but ltay, 

It will not out till Tears have ſmooth'd its way ; 

Take it in one worlt word, my actions ſtain, 

The Canker of my Laurels Valour's bane ; 

Ot all great evil Z«/:a be the name, 

Who trom the womb of curlt S$cribona came , 

Bluſhing in War I got the wanton brood, 

The f:um of boiling Youth, troth of my blood | 4 

Agr. Some butic perſon with Officious tongue, | Uv:d gnes 08 
Has ofter'd to th' Imperial Princels wrong, 

Your choice Marcellrs dearly ihe approves, 
And whom you have adopted, highly loves : 
But being boundleſs born, and marK'd for ſway, 
Cannot by pathon check'd nice rulcs obey. 

Alec. Vainly her thoughts they guels by outward form ; 
She may be calm within, without a Storm : 

Her heart from common view remov'd lies deep. 
As Mines of Gold in Nature's boſom lleep. 

Azg. Rightly her vertue by a Mine you lay, 
Where ev'ry lutty Slave may hew his way. 

[ know from thoſe that wou'd not forge, the is 
Locſe, vain, a mocker of our Deities; 
Now by you Heav'n ſhe has my tury rais'd, 
And he's my Foe by whom the dares be prais'd, 
A Mine !-of what ? hc is all counterfeit. 
I've weigh'd her in the ballance, found her light ; 
But from my heart the glitt'ring droſs Ple tear, 
Like glaſs to duit Tle pound the brittle fair, 
Then blow her to her Element the Air. 

Enter Talia attended. 

Ful. That Root $s to low, and all the Figures old. 
le have it new wrought up in fretted Gold ; 
Nor ſhall thoſe Dorick Pillars Tong remain, 
But the vaſt Cieling ſhall it felt fuitain. 

Ang. Not Venus in the proudelt Robes ſhe wears, 
With thouſand Crowns and Trains of dragging Stars, 
Thoughts 1o high flown, e're knew, nor ere cou'd {tretch 
Expanded pride like this ambirious wretch. 

ful. Cefar to Jove may claim the ſecond place, 


" Bur I with 7470 will have equal grace, 


Ard when ſhe dares match tor the better face. 
Henceforth Fle have all firſt unmixt, entire. 
My Meats prepar'd with Elemental fre ; 
The Palace walks with common teet arc worn. 
Kaile flying Gardens on vaſt Columns born, 
50 near to Heav'n, that fcorning Tiber's wave. 
in Chryſtal Buckets we the Clouds may lave, 
To waſh the pendant Soil ; fo ſtrange to view, 
It ſhall Sc-mramrs tam'd Groves outdo. 
 F Azs. 


GLORIANA; or, 
Arg. Be Judges both, and-then my wrath forgive, 
Juſt Loa ! But *tis paſt, ſhe ſhall not live. 
7ul. Methinks already I am walking there, 
Tread the tring'd Banks, and breath the Vernal air, 
And Purple cluſters round my Temple ſhine, 
And flowrie mantling Amarant divine, 
And Senſe grows wanton as the luſty Vine. 
Now cloy'd methinks with the mellifuous Grove, 
From Sunny Meads, to cool receſs I move, 
With tall young men that make immortal love. 
Arg. vince *tis well known how kind you are to Senlc. 
Why 1thould you talk of a Removal hence ? 
Heav'ns tealts too thin for your quaint Palate are, F | 
We talk of Nettar, but how comes it there ? [ ſeornfully. 
Provoking Banquets, rich Ambroſial Meat, 
When Clouds they drink indeed, and Air they cat ? 
Let not your fancy from its Sphere be driv'n, | 
Tou'll never like the flender fare of Heav'n. | 
Z7ul. Miltake me not, 'tis tor variety X 
That I Elyfium's Argent Fields would lee : 
Think you that from your Throne } wou'd remove, 
To be the gaudicit Starry Queen above ? 
"Twas not my purpoſe, dir, ro tarry there. 
I'd only go to Heaven to take the air, 
Aug. Come thou'rt not hit to live. 
Zul. Dread Father, why ? 
Aug. Thou art all ill. 
Fu!, Then I'm nor tit to dye. 
Death will the hopes of Vertue's growth prevent. 
But if you grant me lite, I mav repent. 
4:8. 1 here pronounce her Stranger to my blood ; 
Stay not revenge that muſt not be withſtood. | 
[ Agrippa and Mecanas hold Þime. 
Did not Virginizs his Daughter call 
To dearth, and did {he nor the voice extol] ? 
She kifs'd his feet, and blett kim in her tall. 
Brutus his Sons gave up to angry Power. 
And with ftern vitage ſaid, They are no more. 
Theſe were juſt Victims to the ſhrines ot Fame. 
And got their Authors an Eternal name. 
Agr. Great Princeſs kneel, and his fwotn rage attone, \ 
Zul. To ask him pardon, were a crime to own. 
Aug. No. in her Obſtinacy ler her fink, 
My curſe purſue thee. to the Infernal brink ; 
To Hel, ro Hell Tle drive thy ſpotted foul, 
Where in Eternal tortures ſhe fhall roul, : 
Turn round, and ſhreek with pain in livid fires; | 
And when for eaſe the weary wretch alpires | 
A 
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To thoſe bright Thrones which ſhe did once Blaſpheme, 
To a zew Hell Heav'n ſhall the Fiend condemn. 


The Court of Auguſtus Czfar. | Yy 


From beds of Flames where thou didit lye and roar, 
Whirlwinds ſhall bear thee hot all recking ore, 
And {weating drops of blo6d, and round thee blow, 
hen.plunge thee in th' Abyts of Ice and Snow. 
Fil. AN that is Earth of me is in your hand, 
Bur, Sir, my Spirit's not at your command. 
I have a Soul that when my body dies, 
Shall mix with the immortal Deties. 
Nor can the awful putt of Ce/.'s name, 
Blow our this ſpark of the ztherial flame : 
Spight of the clouds your tury's Tempeſt wears, 
T'!e up and ſcorn your anger trom the Stars. 
Aug. She's all ore woman AbltraCt of her kind 
And all rhe Sex 1s crouded in ane mind : 
Her very Thoughts 
Are woman in the bud, though yet unblown. 
But all her words are pregnant woman grown. 
Ful. Why was I deitind to be born above. 
, By Midwite Ronour to the light convey'd, 
? Fame's Darling, the bright intant of high love. 
Crown'd and in Empire s golden Cradls laid ? 
Rock'd by the hand of Emprefles, that vield 
Their Scepters form'd to Rattles for my hand, 
: Born to the wealth of the green floating Field, 
| And the rich dult of all rhe yellow Land. 
And why did Fate fo vait a Dowry give, 
As renders me a Conſort fit for ove, 
Unleſs ſhe meant thar I ſhould loofly live, 


RT One re Snwq 


? And tree trom cares below, as Gods above ? 

4g. Quench, quench, y* immortal powers ! theſe home-bred jars, 
Though all rhe Earth revolt, and wage freſh Wars : 

$ Raiſe trom the dead Mark-Arrhory again, 


Ince more ler's try our fortunes on the Main. 
To Egypt back letall her Spoils be brought, 
And let 'em with treth blood more wounds be bought : 
Lean Cy/avs, God-like Brutus, rife, combine, 
Nay with the Hemph:an black Armado joyn ; 
Dip ( ev'n your heels) all o're in Stygian Lake. 
And more than Achi/z:1 hardnels take ; 
Hire all the winds, immortal as you are 
Again to Am 1 your Ghoſts will dare, 
And into Aromes drive the gather d Air. 
; Agr. Stop not the Torrent of his riſing rage. 
; Give it full courſe and it will foon affwage. 
Arg. Thus Pyrrhus, whom no manly torce could quell, 
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| At laſt inzlortous, by a womaa fell. 

| O Zupiter ! dread King 04. Heavn and Rome, { kncelss 
Let death, but no difhonour, be my doom , 

; That 71's name no more may cleave my head, 


Strike me tor ever deaz;, deat as the dead. 


6 GLORIANA, or, 

O 71:4 ! but for thee my fame had paſt, 

Shew d like a Chryſtal Rock to Ages laſt ; 

Each Juſt of thine like an envenom'd dart. 

Has drunk the lite-blood of thy Father's heart 
Ful. That I am innocent 
Aug. 1 know -thou art ; 

But make no words on't : go, with lite depart. 
Agr. Your \Wars in Sparz a glorious period have, 

And all applaud Azorce/lxs as moſt brave, 

Who in his tirft effay your Foes o'rethrew, 

And cou'd fuch wonders in his Non-age do. 

Alec, Equal to him the valiant brave unknown 
Plarg.es 16 tam'd, ruſl'd through all hazards on ; 
Of birth unknown, but of high blood in War, 

Who with Marcellus did the Triumph ſhare : 

Alarcellus who adopted Czfar ſtands, 

And under you the conquer'd Earth commands. 


Agr. Fame loudly ſpeaks the deeds which he has done. 


Firſt ſhews the Father, and then draws the Son. 
_ Arg. £v'n he has guilty been, ard as tis ſaid, 

Ce/ario whom we thought in Egypr dead, 

This brave Marcellrs harbourtd 1n his Tent ; 
Such news was to my Empreſs La lent. 

But once more by my Father's foul I {ivear, 

If that young King of Kings in Rome appear, 

The Parthian Empire ſhall nor fave his head, 
Tle give ten thouſand Talents for him dead. 

Mec. Diſpell rhoſe clouds that thicken on your brow, 
And I will ſpeak. | 

Arg. Full freedom we allow. 

Mee. Againſt Crſario be not thus ſevere, 

At leaſt not openly your wrath declare : 
By private In{truments his hopes abate, 
Which more azrees with vour own rules of State. 

Aegr.-*Tis nois'd (tor fore fuch {ecrets cannot tleep ) 
That you in private G/or1a79 Keep, 

Th' Illuſtrious Pompey's Daughter ; I advuie, 
That your white Age wor'd Beauty's glols deipile. 
Let not the Nations blame your being old, - 
Nor think of loving now your blood is cold. 

Aug. Furies ! and Hell ! 1 am become their ſport : 
They flout me How ! ye elder {]aves oth' Court, 
Come feel my arms. and learn to be more bold 
Am I not fit to love? Ha! amT od ? 

Ye Apes of tame, ye Sparks ro-my tull day! 
Ye Gnats that in my tv'ning glory play ! 
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But with my Sword Tie puniith your oftence, [1 ys bis and , 


And make ye know what 'gis Cafironr a Prince. en bis Sword. ; 


Agr. Our deaths ar* in your hands, act as yor pleaſz. 


Mec. Your trowns not death or fouls with terrour {12 


At 4 - 
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The Court of Auguſtus Czlar. ; 


Aug. No, ye regard me not, nor love, nor fear ; 
[ know your hearts you with C:e/ario here, 
Herc in my Throne, ungratetul as ve are, 
By me prefurr'd in Peace, advancid in War. 

Aer, You are the belt ot Kings. 

Ang. No, I'm the wortt. 
Stupid, moroſe, ryrannical, accurlt. 
I, like old Satur 1, muſt forgo my Sphere, 
You're tor 4 mad young hery Tupiter. 
Yet this remember in your Thund ters rC1gD, | 
The Golden days will never come again | Exeunt. 


ACT I). SCENE, Palace-Hall. 


Cxlario, Araſpes, Leander. 


A . I EN. 
| Ara/. 50 rumour ſpreads 1t. 


Ce}, Ha! 
Ara. 1s true ; 
His tears the-old Proſcription now renew. 
Grear-is the man, he ſaid, that brings him dead, 
Ile give ten thouſand Talents for his head. 
Such dreadtul noiſe trom Ce/ar's tury broke, 
And guilt like V1d-fire thrilFd him as he ſpoke. 
Leg. He thot gh t you long ago 1n Egypt ſain, 
Burt with lare trem nblings heard you liv'd again : : 
Then tore his bays and mad with choler, ſaid, 
Avguſti1s —_ not till Ce/ar40's dead. 
Ce/. Then Cr/or's loſt, and ſhall in Chaos lye, 
Since 'tis not to be thought rhar I ſhould dye, 
Immed at? trom the loins of Zulvs {prung, 
Like Hercules trom ove, tor ever young, 
ls battles big as Mars. and full as {trong. 
Araf. Yet YOU'Te 2 Man. 
Cef. Said you of me ? "I'was poor : 
A man ! 474/pes, | was always more. 
When me 11 Swadling-bands the Nuries rock'd, 
My foul vs tull with God-like conrage ſock'd : 
The ſound. is which firlt my wondrous voice did move. 
Were Farher ; Fuhus, and Grandfire 7ove : 
Ev'n in my Childhe od I was more than man, 
Bears in my Non-age flew, and Stags out-ran, 
Lean: el thou rc membreſt who are old, 
When yet nine Winters I had ſcarcely told. 
A _ f {iarv'd Lion in our chaſe I brav'd, 
And irom his jaws my panting Mother ſav'd. 
"$6 [ ſaw him by vour carly valour fall. 
Cef. Fall by my valour =— ſaw him! is that all 


Thou 


8 GLORIANA,; or, 
Thou ſpeaKk'ſt, Leander, as thou didſt repine 

Thou ſhould'{t have ſaid, it was an aCt Divine. 

A God like aQ, to lee a ruddy Boy 

With milk on's lips, the Royal beaſt deſtroy. 

With my gay Sword, brandith'd above my Creſt, 
Ofeſpread with Plumes, and with Qucens favours dreſfs'd, 
I crols'd the Savage, eager for his prey, 

Who daunted with my aſpect ſhun'd the fray : 
But I out-run him, though he got the ſtart, 

And fleſh'd my little Rapier in his heart. 

By the dread YThunderer, from whom I came, - 
Whoſe hand caſts forked bolts, and leaping flange, 
Te tumble head-long this Uſurper down, 

And from his head tear the Imperial Crown. 

Araſ. Stay, von of Ceſar, whither wou'd you run ?% 
Sorrow ſhall end what your blind wrath begun. 
Forgive me if your death I dare prevent, 

And force your courage take another benr. 

Lez. Both you ſhall fend to everlaſting reli, 

And ride to ruine o're this Loyal breaſt : 

For think not we can ſtay to ſee you dye ; 

We'll uſher you to immortality. 

Let vrit contrive, and leiſure give to Time. 

While we inftruct you this {tcep Throne to climb. 

Cir/. Plots are the dark and back way to a Thronz, 
Mits but one ſtep, we rout with ruine down : 

Then ler's away to quell with open {trite 
This baie Uſurper rhart proſcribes my lite. 

Lea. Perhaps the rumour's fall, your rage ſubdue, 
Or reek it here on us tor being true. 

Cr/. Was I for this in A/exandria tam'd 
The King of Kings, and Heir oth* World proclaim'd ; 
While Vaſſil Princes did about me croud. 

And A/ta's Chiets of my commands grew proud ! 
Did not our Mother periſh by his rms. 

That ſource of Love and ever-Howinz charms, 
Great Cleopatra, who now drowns the Stars, 
And ſhews to Goddellcs her glorious Scars | 

Yet have I queſtion'd him tor what was done ? 

Lea. We know you n#re moletted vrhat he won. 

Cef. Nay have ] not of late his Foes o'rethrown ; 
lis Standards fix'd ith' heart of ſtubborn Spar, 

And bow'd her neck to the old yoke again ! 
And dares he thus my ſervices reward: ! 
Stand back, Tle kill him midit of all his Guard : 
Though ar rhe Altar in the Capitol. 
The purple Brute a Sacrifice {hall tall. 
Marcellus meets har. 

Alor. What prodigal of lite your wrath has rais'd. 

And tann'd the flame with whici your Checks are bluz'y ? 
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Gourr of Auguttus UANIAT. 
Ne're did 1 ſee that Scabbard empty made, 
But drunken tlaughter hung upon the Blade. 

Czj. Bloud ! my Marcellus, bloud ! the great mull dys ' 
Yet Fagle-like Fle ſtrike my Quarry high, 

And from the earth rebound him to the skie. 

Mar. Name me the man too laviſh of his tongue, 
For blows could ne're the brave Cefario wrong : 
Name him aloud, but name me one that's Great | 
Back'd with ſuch Troops as never knew deteat ! 

And if he 'ſcape, let me no more be thought 

Ceſ. Hold, hold Marce/lus : Heav'n! 1 had torgot 
Thar my great Foe is father to my Friend , Fob 
Down, my Revenge : Thus all my ſwellings end. [| Searbs bis Store 

Mar. What means this change ? 

Cz/. Nothing, Marce/lus, now. 

Large are the ſums I ro your friendſhip owe : 
My thoughts no more about Revenge debate, 
Though flaves Argyſtus hires to work my tate ; 
| Take all my Titles, Scepters, fills my Thrones, 
q And plunder me of all my Father's Crowns : 
Yet being kind to you, long may he live, 

While 1 learn patience, and my wrongs torgive. 

Mar. How ! my united powers of Rage disband ; 
My Sword at Ce/a”s name falls trom my hand. 

O my Ce/ario, can you tor my ſake 

Forget the ſiveets ot jult Revenge to take ? 

Can you for me call back your fallying foul, 

Whoſe wrath not Cz/ar's Guards cou'd elſe controul / 
This is 2 point too ſubtle for mankind. 

\nd which no tuture verrue e're ſhall find. 

Cc/. Believe me, Friend, believe me, for I ſwear 
By my high Father's foul, 'twere eaher far 
Back the revolted Univerſe ro win, 
than but our paſhons conquelt to begin. 

Revenge and Fricnd{hip in my boſom claſh'd, 
Like Mountain billows, each the other dath'd : 
Still my uncertain foul each Tempeſt blinds. 
Like 2 dark Vettei-driv'n by Polar winds : 

But you like a propitious God ariſe, 

On the blue Ocean ſhine the Azure Skies. 

and now the beaten mind at Anchor lies. 

Mr. Methinks I with that I had never known 

Vertue like yours , ſo high, that mine is none : 

You as ſome vaſt Hill touching-Heav'n appear ; 

| at your feet like a poor Valley near : 

| Down trom your Cloudy top retreſhings flow, 

| Fatt bounteous rills that water me below : 

Valleys; but Vapours can to Heav'n return, 

And I with fighs your failing tavours mourn. 

Cf. Darling 01 Romans, Vertue's faireſt Child 
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Fo ULUNRIAN A}; Or, 
Ar whoſe bleſt Birth the kinder planets ſmil'd, 
Truſt me thy Mother, when with Infant charms 
The Matzons gave thee crying to her arms, 

Not lov'd thee more ; my ſoul thou haſt ſubdu'd, 
And damn'd the torrent of my rifing bloud. 

Mar. Bow, ye bright dwellers, bow all your Heav'ns-down, 

Impale his brows with an Immortal Crown , 

Thou Z#/:45 whoſe high name in living Gold 

Is in Fate's Book above the Sun's enroll'd, £ 
With Starry Robes the Worlds great Heir enfold : 

For all Earths Glories he tranſcends as far, 

As Gods above their humbleſt Viftims are. 

Ce. Evin while thou flatter ſt me, thou. lovely art 
By Heav'n young man thou haſt thy Souldier's heart ; 
And while I hold thee to my faithtul breaſt, 
Ceſar with Empire is not half ſo bleſt. 
On thy hearts throbs ſo I triumphant ride, 
Farewell Ovations and the Viftors pride ; 
No more ſhall big Ambition bend my brow, . 
Love me but ever as thou lov'{t me now. 

Enter Narcilla, 

Nar. Switt as chac'd Harts before the Hunters fly. 
Swift as their panting wearinelſs they throw 
Into ſome ſtream, my deareſt Brother, 1 
Run to thy breaſt, and melt in tears that flow. 
Doſt thou not view joys peeping trom my eyes ? 
The Caſement's panel wide to gaze on thee ; 
As Rome's glad Citizens to windows rife, 
When they ſome young Triumpher fain would ſee. 

Mar. Deareſt Narciſſa, ſofteſt of thy kind, 
A thouſand thouſand welcomes ; bur alas, 
In dang'rous Courts I much lament to find 
Thy innocence which cannot ately paſs. 

Ce/. She is the brightelt that my eyes e're ſaw, 
And it fott paſſion cou'd my fierceneſs move, 
That Spring-complexion wou'd my wonder draw, 
Such unmixt fweets of Nature I ſhould love. 
. Mar. With looks untaught __O wa too rude appear, 

Sd to ev'ry haughty Princeſs ſcorn ; ' 

Back to thy Country Palaces repair, | 
And tempt not Courts for which thou wert not born. 
The Great ones here will quickly make thee fine, 
And to thy Vertue for — Yb 
Like Summer days too hot our Beauries ſhine, 
Bur thee they'll toHow like a Winter Sun. 

Cz/. Why, beauteous Virgin, doſt thou plant thy eyes 
AS thou wovldit drive me hence who ne're cou'd run ? 
[ am not us'd to Beaurie's batteries, 

Yer rather than offend I will be gone. 

Mer. No longer ia my azms. 1ov'd Siſter, (tay, n 

our 
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The Court of Auguſtus Ceſar. > 


Your kindeſt thanks to my preſerver pay ; 
A thouſand deaths he in my cauſe has brayv'd, 
And twice my lite in our laſt battle ſav'd. 
Enter Tiberius ro Marcellus, chey embrace. 
Mar. Welcome, my gallant Friend Thy looks are fad : 
If there be ought wherewith thou art diſnay'd, 
| Speak it, though.at the News both ſhou'd expire ; 
is Zulia 
Tib. 'Twere convenient you'd retire ; 
[le tell you, dear Marce/lus, as we go, ; 
Such ſecrets as no heart but yours ſhou'd know. | Exeynt. 
Nar. My Brother charg'd me, but what can | fay, 
When you all pow'r of ſpeech have tx'ne away ? 
My heart beat thus, juſt thus againſt my fide, 
That cruel day when my lov'e Turtle dy'd. 
Ce/. A heart like mine Love in his walk nec're found, 
Nor Prettineſs, nor Majeſty can wound ; 
'Tis ſure the coldeſt Beauty ever felr, 
Not Ice, but Chryſtal, which no Sun can melt. 
Nar. O tatal fight ! have I with frequent ſcorn 
Seen at my Garden-gates great Princes mourn, 
And can I now ſubmit to one unknown ? 
Can this be true ? Poor heart, art thou. o'rethrown ? 
Vanquiſhfd at laſt ? ith* name of goodneſs ſpeak, 
What art that dolt my gentle quiet break ? 
| 
| 
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Cz/. A Souldier, Fair one, bred to bloud, in Arms, 
in Winter Camps which mighty AQtion warms ; 
I know not Courts, unskilFd in the ſoft Trade 
By which addreſs is to high Beauty made : 
Yet I to yours can bow as lowly down, 
As Earſtern Princes to the rifing Sun, 
Nar. Bow to my beauty, to this Rural face ? 
I know no charms, nor any praQisd grace : 
Planted far off by Cz/ar*s jealous care, 
Not bred in Court perfumes, but Country air. 
Me from his daughter he divided young, 
2 And told me Courts my innocence wouf'd wrong : 
But ſure my eyes can nothing ſee in you 
To make me think what Cz/ar ſaid was true. 
Enter Mecznas. 
Mec. Madam, the Empreis does your coming wait. 
With halt the Court attending at her gate ; 
And gazing Eyes expect your preſence there, 
As it ſome Conſtellation would appear. 
Cz/. Fle wait you to the - ode. well Tyrant Love, 
Whom all the charms of Nature cannot move. | Exenunt. 
Re-enter Marcellus, Tiberius. 
Mar. Since Love proves falſe, in vain does Valour toil. C 
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To aſhes turn my Arms, my ev*ry ſpoil, 
Burn all my Laurels in one Fun'ral Pile. 


12 'GLORIAN 4; or, 
Alas, Tiberius, had another faid 

Fulia is falſe, her honour'has betray'd, 

1 could not have believ'd ; but thou art true, 

Wou'd thou wert not ; wou'd all that Hell ere knew 
Of darkeſt miſchicts harbour'd in thy mind, 

90 by thy fraud I might her Vertue find. 

Tb. While you abroad fought in Rome's cauſe ſo well. 

She to the lowelt, leudeſt courſes tell ; 

Her Palaces with late debauches rung. 

Strip'd Eunuchs wanton Odes betore her ſung : 
On call young Monarchs ſhoulders lifted high 
She ated Triumphs, Io was her cry, 

Her crown'd Supporters 1o did reply. 

Mar. Looſe 7Zulia ! what [trong philters did unman 
Augufſtxs, from whoſe loins thy Spirit ran ! 

1b. At midnight dreſgd like Venzs, all Divine, 

[ ſaw her by the blaz2 of Diamonds ſhine, 

High on a Throne of Gold, with God-like port, 
Follow'd with clamour of the reeling Court. 
Thrice ſhe the doors of Fans Temple burſt, 
And once Fove's houſe the Capitol the torc'd ; 
From his Gold Statue poliſh'd Thunder took, 
And at his tace the brandiſh'd weapon ſhook : 

In her left hand the Silver Lightning claſh'd. 
Which blindly hurl'd the Sacred windows dath'd. 

Mar. Love 1 conjure thee, though with mortal ſmart. 
Draw back thy Arrows that infect my hearr. 

1:5. Of all the Scepter'd throng that did adore 
She none retus'd, but wiſh'd they had been more. 
What was in privare atted we but think, 

Where all her Maids are Mures. and Eunuchs wink. 
Her Monarch dalliance was nct prov'd, bur guels'd, 
But Love to Wit did open all her breatt, 

And ſhe ſo foul a knot with Ovid drew, 

As bloud can never looſe, nor death undoe, 

Mar. With Ovid ! Dares his haughty Mule aipire 
To practiſe on his Prince ? Vie mount it-higher, 
Teach his rude wit a flight thernever had, 

And fend her Poſt to the Elyſian ſhade. 

T:b. One folemn Night, when the pale conſcious Moo 
Rode high and clear, at melancholy Noon 
I roſe, with Dreams abaſh'd of true event, 

And to the Princefts Bower my mulings hent. 

* To the crown*d Arbours as | nearer drew. 

Methought I heard two voices that I knew ; 

Parting the Leaves, I ſaw by Lunar light 

Love's guilty Joys, a finful pleaſing fight , 

On Flow'rs aud all the ſweers of Nature {pred, 

In Ovids arms the fmiling Princeſs laid. 


: 
LN 
I 
A 
= 


En Satons Hogs eng 


; 
| 
£ 


£ Ae HT, Los 


a a 
s' tetra. 


_— 


th 


pr _ _—- — _— . + —— — — — a 


The Court of Auguſtus Czlar. 13 


Mar. What mortal paticnce can the news abide | 
1:5. Pow's cricling Wit, and Pleaſure preffing Pride, 
Her glowing brealt joyn'd to his kindling fide. 
She catch'd his ſighs that panted in their fight, 
With eyes, hands, lips, all trembling with delight ; 
Long did her naked beauty ſtay my hight. 
Fair as the bluſhing bed her body prett, 
As a 1ay-morning rifing from the Ealt, 
Or day diſmounting in the golden Welt. 
Mar. Wheels, Stones, and all the ſubtleſt pains ot Hel 
With burnings redde!t plagues about 'em dwell. 
About *em! In *em, through 'em let 'em run, 
And flames with flames invol'd be iwallow'd down. 
T:h. With rendreſt words her butt love the grac'd, 
And having kindly touch'd his yieiding walt, 
She ſaid. Ah wou'd Marce//zs were in Heav'n, 
And wou'd Corinne were to Ovid givn ; 
For Wit to me is more than Empires charms. 
Or all the ſurteits ot a Monarchs arms. 
Al:r. No more, thou'ſt put my foul upon the rack : 
Both lives revenging glory bids me take : 
But the remains of paſhon bid me ſpare 
This beauritul ingrate perndious fair ? 
Since he was nere wita gallant ardour moy'd, 
That cou'd be urg'd to harm what once he lov'd : 
And how I lov'd, how wonderfully well, 
None but the Author.of her flame can tell. 
Thy beauty, 77a, did my reaſon blind ; c 
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For e're our hands unlucky Hymen Jjoyn'd, 
I guels'd thee falſe, yet ſwore I wou'd be kind. 
Enter Ovid with Julia reading. 

Z41. Such a companion ne're did Zu/12 blets ; 
To have a menial Monarch wait were lels : 
Ov:4, whoſe tame above high Vrrg:/ grows, 
Whoſe labour ſure muſt Nature diſcompole. 

But Ovid with familiar greatneſs flows ; 
And when he pleaſes to command our eyes, 
What charming Tales does his ſoft mule devile ? 

Ov.” Thus to be grac'd by her whom all admire, 
To gain whoſe love Gods wou'd, Kings do expire—— 

Alar. Amongſt the reſt tall thou a Sacrihce. 
Thus to be offter'd to your Goddeſs eyes. 

Ful. Marcellus, hold ! fly, Ovid, haft away. 

Ov. Madam, I know what duty I ſhou'd pay ; 
The Prince reſolves to take my lite, which none 
Shall do without the hazard of their own. 

Mor. Tiberius, give me way, by Heav'n he dies, 


 Tle tread upon the worm which I deſpile. 


Zul. Help : Treaſon ! Murder! help. 
Ker 
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14 GLORIANA,; or, 
Enter Czlario. 
Ov. Cone all, for were ye more I cou'd not fear. 
Cz/. What about one is all this trouble here ? 
Put up, for ſhame, Ile blow him from your fight, 
Valour diſdains the Quarry in her flight, 
Commands in Fields we ſhould our Standards raiſe, 
And make this Writer but our drudge to praiſe. 
Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas, and Gwards. 
Aug. Where are the Authors of this Treaſon gon ? 
Traytors to pow'r ! diſarm *em ev'ry one. 
( The Captain of the Guards take; Marcellus, Ovids, «nd 
Tiberius Swords , goes /aſt ro Cafario. ) 
_ Cef. Captain, ſtand off, I did no cauſe aftord 
Of quarrel here, and will nct yield my Sword. 
Aug. What, a new Traytor ? in my preſence too ? ; 
Know obſtinate thy death thou doſt purſue. | 
Reſign, or dye - 
ar. Have you ſo ſoon forgot 
The wonders which his Sword 1o lately wrought ? 
The noble P/angus who preſerv'd your Son, 
And three pitch'd Battles by his valour won. 
Aug. What ſhall he ſtand and brave me ro my face ? 
Refuſe my orders ? bid him take my place. 
By the Ce/ar:ian Majeſty adord, 
e iS a Traytor that denies his Sword. 
Czf. I ſay, my Sword's my own, and ſhall——— 
Aug. So fond of fate ! . 
Then that thou mayſt not want for Arms, take that. 
C Hurles bis Dagger at him, the Guards ruſh on 
Cxfario, 2nd bold bun.) 
Mar. Thus! is it thus his Services you pay ? | &4reels. 
Azg. If thou would(t have him live, take him away. 
Mar. Guards, force him hence. 
Cef. Yes, Ceſar, 1 will go, 
Conqu'ting my ſelf, I quell thy mightieſt toe. Exit. 
Azg. And you, Sir, you who durlt your weapon draw. 
Againſt that Prince whom I ordain to awe 
The greateſt Kings, to baniſhment be gone, | 
Ple teach your ſaucy Mule to dare a Throne. 
Ov. If Lin thought to you leſs Rev'rence gave, 
Than what the Deities from Altars have ; 
it that the Royal Full adore 
In other manner than we worſhip Powr, 
Add to the Puniſhment that you have laid 
Unjuſtly on me, and pronounce me dead. 
Ful. O Ceſar ! Father ! 
Aug. Dare not i:.uercede ; 
Speak- but another word and he ſhall bleed. 
Ov. For ever then thou glorious Rowe farewel ; 
To the Earth's limits, Ceſar, I will go, 
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Where if thou haſt a yet unconquerd Foe, 

My Sword, for I have fought, ſhall take his head, | 

And with my Pen le damn him when he's dead. | Exzz. 
Aug. Still homebrel jarrs ! But I theſe feuds will end ; 

By Heav*n Þle break your hearts it you'l not bend. 

My Hydra Rebels vanquiſtyd, rife up more, 

Was ever Monarch thus perplex'd betore ? 

O that Pythagoras his dream were true ! 

I wou'd not govern ſuch a curſed crew 

One moment longer ; Now, ev'n now Pde dye, 

And into ſome more Kingly Lion fly, 

Where with full Empire I the Woods might ſway. 

And All the Nobler Beaſts my Laws obey. [ Exeunt 


| ACT II. SCENE I. The Palace Garden. 


Czſario, Araſpes, Leander. 


/ &BR* all the Trophies of the Conquer'd Field, 

| By ev ry vanquiſh'd Sword, and batter'd Shield, 
| He dyes, though the Auxiliar Fates ſhou'd ſtand 

| To tence the lifted forces of my hand , 

Though bulwark'd with Rome's Hills in Tow'rs of Brals, 

Yer like Laocoon's Launce my Sword ſhall paſs 

Through all By Heav'n to Hell he ſhall be thrown, 

His Univerſal mightineſs ſhall down. 

Araſ. Your ruine muſt inevitable be. 

Ce/. It matters not what ſhall become of me. 
Though all the Winds from their black corners ruſh, 
Though Seas daſh Clouds, old Rocks young Thunder cruſh. 
Exempt from fear th' event we will attend, 

And with big rays in Ports of Glory end. 
It I muſt fall, Fle rurable with a Crown, 
And graſp this Giant with me when I drown. 

Lea. Bur, Royal Sir, can you your Friend forget ? 
| Can an abule ſo vaſt, a wrong ſo great 
Be oftgr'd, that your Vows you thou'd recall ? 

Cze/. Smoak, vanith air—— be they forgotten all. 
No, dear Marcellus, you muſt not pardon me ; 

A itroak ! a ſtab ! "tis ſuch an injury, 
Were Fove in fleſh and thunder'd with a blow, 
[I wou'd retort it like a God below. 

Arafſ. Ee ruine ſwallows you take one look more. 
While yet you ſtand upon the beaten ſhore. 

Lea. Yer e're you launch behold the rolling deep, 
Where danger groans, and death it {elf does 

Ce/. Hence with thy Coward Counſels! fly to Caves! 
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IC "ULURIANA; vr," .\ 
Ple climb theſe tow'ring dangers bark the waves : - 

And as I ride to the kick'd Flouds Fle cry, 

Bear Cz/ar with his Fathers fortune high. 

Why do ye ask me then, and vainly mourn ? ' 

Can words move death, or Time cartiering turn ? 

Can human eloquence the Stars controul, 

Or when their doom has damn'd it, ſave a Soul ? 

Pray to deſcenuing Storms, or mounting Fire ; 

Them ye may weary, me ye ſhall not tire. 

Ara. Since then no pray*rs can your wild fury tame, 
The way leaſt dang'rous to Revenge we'll name ; 
Though Ceſar trom Heavins partial hand receive 
Immediate pow'r, {mall vertue the did give. 

Lea. When fierce Embailadors from Parthia's King 
Shew'd their huge Bows, and did long Arrows bring, 
He to their threats in ſcorntul anſwer laugh ; 

Yer this great Scotter ſhrinks at Cup:a”s ſhatt : 
Still may his glutted hands more Empire have. 
So he continue Love's inglorious flave. 


Ce/. What is his Mighrineſs by Beauty aw'd ? } 
Is this th* Argruſius fo renown'd abroad, 
The World's firtt man, and new created' God ; 4 


The bright Narciſ/a with her Spring of charms, 

'Tis true, has warm'd my heart halt froze in Arms ; 

Her melting language ftrook my Winter back, 

Looin'd my Nerves, and made my heart-{tring flack : 

Yer were it polkibie that ſhe cou'd weep 

As long as I have practis'd toilſom War, 

She ſhou'd not in her Lap my Honour keep, : 

Nor trom its Trade my burning {pirit bar. 

When Conquefts callmy Sword to tetch the prize. 

And I ſtand liſtning to a Ladies cries, 

Sighing to ſee the Roles pale—— O Heav'n ! 

O glorious War ! let me nee be torgiven. | 
Araſ. There is a Bower, the: myſtickſeat of Love. 

Where death ſtands Centinel betore the Grove : 

Guards ever waking at the threſhold lye, 

And ſuffer none but Ce/ar w pais by 7-1 © | 

There his looſe heart does in tull- Paſtures graze, | 

And various Shes with awe upon hum gaze.: © - 1 | 
Lea. Like Heaw'ns:/proud King jollow'd by Deities, 

The Tyrant walks wit Thinings-throvgh the Trees ; 

His brow dilates, and his purs'd Iips a: while 

Forget their angry ule, "and gravely {miley:; 

To lee officious Beauties charm his:cates, /- * 

Like Nights black locksall powder ore with Stars. 


Araſ. There your revenge;"if vengeance urge you ill, 


May glut your appetitgz and drink her fil. _- 
| have obſerv'd, andican your tury guide, 
To a flight-guarded/Gate otl? [Ther tide, 3 
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Watch'd by ſome drowhe Slaves, not more than we, 
Whom having kill'd, you may have paſſage tree. 
Ce/. Methinks already thou haſt talk'd 'em deac, 
And { am o're the tatal Barriers fled. 
Like Per/e:cs mounted on a Steed of Air, 
Beating the Litts to find the Monfter there. ; 
Lea. There you may take him ſwoln with drunken joy, 
And the Crown'd Brute with a tull ftroak dettroy. 
Behold him ſporting on ſpread Memphian ſpoils, 
[n Mantles wrap'd that breath rich od'rons otls, 
Like a gay Snake basking in Sunny fields. 
Embrac'd by her who ripeſt pleaſure yie!ds. 
Ce/. Be gone, now inſtantly let's poſt away, 
The black revenging minutes will not ftay , 
As the halt-god Argean Stables dear'd, 
Ile purge theſe Gardens with his bloud beſtmear'd. 
Slow till the deed be done move the wing'd hours, 
[le do't, though Dragons guard the golden Bowers. { Exeunt. 
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SCENE. II. The Bower of Gloriana. 
SONG. 


I. 
H the Charms of a Beauty diſdainfudl and fair, 
How ſhe blaſts all my Foys when ſhe bids me deſparr - 
Forgetiing my State, when IT ſigh and lye down, 
And caſt at her feet both Scepter and Crown, 
She paſſes regardleſs, and ſays 2 young Swain, 
Before her old Monarch, her 1 ove ſhould obtain. 


2. 
Remember, Fair Nymph. my Grandfather Jove, 
That revrend old God always made the beſt Love 
So fiercely he mood wonth a manner Drvine, 
That be melted hrs way, or blew up the Mine. 
Your feorn of my Age therefore ceaſe to purſice, 
And think what a loving old Cxfar can do. 


Auguſtus, Gloriana. 
Aug. From golden weights, high cares, Imperial ftrite, 
From Storms of State, and Hurricans of life, 
To the green palace of the peaceful Grove 
To Glomana's Bower, the Throne of Love, 
I come with all the violence of mind, 
The philters of Court-witchcraft to unbind : 
Thy heav'nly voice is ſure the nobleſt Spell, 
And thy eycs charms all Magick elſe excell. 
| , 
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Gler. Ye Authors of all fivay, for what dark end 
To one 1o frail did you ſuch pow'r commend ? 
| He reels on ſuch exceflive height, he ſtands 
And drops his Scepter from his ſhaking hands. 
Aug. No matter, Gl/orians, let it be, 
Who wou'd not leave a Diadem tor thee ? 
Are not thy touches than all Scepters more ? 
Thy lips approach'd, where is the taſt of pow'r ? 
Love is all taſt, relith, and vital good, 
Spirits it =” that o're lite's channel brood, 
And like Wine-ſparks dance through the brimming blood. 
Each ſmile of thine drives from my age a day, 
One balmy kiſs wou'd take a year away ; 
But oh the reſt wou'd give me Youth again, 
Like an old Snake wou'd caule me caſt my $kin. 
Slacken my ſinues, make me ſwiftly move, 
As Mercury deſcending from above, c 
Boldly as Mars, and luſtily as Fove. 
Glor, Is this the man of ſuch renown in Wars, 
Firſt upon Earth, and numbred with the Stars ? 
Wake from thy ſleep of death, dread Father, wake, 
Pompey ariſe, the reins of Empire take ; 
Down let this driver from his Throne be hurl'd, 
Or place me on. the brow of the ſteep World, 
Thar Nations driv'n by me may thunder on, 
And at my nod millions of Swords be drawn, 
Brandifh'd with flaſhing death by mighty men, 
Aud when 1 give the word be ſheath'd again. 
Aug. They ſhall, they ſhall, ambitious lovely Maid '! 
Fle teach thy gentle arms the Warriour's trade, 
Bind thy fol ody faſt with bands of Steel, 
And double-darted death thy foes ſhall Kill. 
New arts that ſhall the old in Arms ſurprize, 
To 1ſze thy Launce as fatal as thy eyes. 
Ce/ar ſhall guard thee all the day in hghr, 
And compats thee about with lifted Shields, 
So thou vouchlate to dreFhoſe wounds at night 
Which he receiv'd for thee in hghting Fields. 
G/o. Much you depend npon Tyrannick pride, 
Or think this breaſt incapable of ſcorn, 
Or that I never heard you had a Bride, 
Or you forget I am of Pompey born 
If this your guilty mind conhder'd, how 
Dare you approach me in my Brother's gore, 
Oft”ring worſe horrour with a brazen brow, 
When -your hot luſt the Siſter wou'd devour ? | 
Aug. Taik not of that high bloud trom which you came, 
Nor how your Brothers wrongs your ſcorn entlame ; 
Heav'n moge Pompey's honours did diſperſe, 
And now alone 1 fivay the Univerſe : 
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Conſider this, and with the Time comply. 

Glo. I have confider'd, and reſolve to dye. 
Compleat your crimes, tor what can I ex 
From rage which through the heart of Tully paſt, 
Tully who did with God-like wit proteQ& 

Thy curſed youth, to be berray'd at laſt. 

Go on, thou black Uſurper! ſtop more breath, 
Encreaſe thy purples, fill thy Throne with death , 
Still may new talſhood add to former guilr, 

And the dear bloud of Rome's beſt Sons be fſpilt , 
And may thy cruelties alone do more, 

Than all the cursd Triumwirate before. 

Aug. Hold, Princeſs, hold ! provoke me not too tar. 
None ever ſaid thus much and liv'd ; beware, 
Thou'rt in my reach, no more my fetters ſhake, 
My rage yer ſleeps, which Lion like may wake. 
My heart which as ſome (tubborn fiery Steed, 
Grew up unback'd, and did at random feed, 
When Love approach'd like you, did not diſdain 
So fair a Rider, yielding to the rein, 

Now gently moves, except his treedom's barr'd ; 
But it you ſpur him much, and curb him hard, 
Angry to be ſo indiſcreetly rode, 

He ſprings and bounds beneath the mounted God. 

G/o. If thy low tawning Love I ſcorn'd betore, 
I now diſdain thy meanc'd Fury more; 

Death is the utmoſt that thy rage can do, 
And that Fle ev'ry day provoke thee to. 

Aug. Wilt thou? Ha! dar'ſt thou! ſharp provoking Fais ! 
Once more let me intreat thee do not dare, 

Dare like a fooliſh Fly, whoſe vexing wings 
Urge the flow Flame to burn her as the fings. 
Not as thy Slave before thee now I ſtand, 

But as thy Lord, and one that will command ; 
As lam Maſter of the World, Ile be, 

Spight of thy ſcorn, the Maſter too of thee. 

(5/0, Maſter oth* World ! Indeed your Title's clear 
When you amongſt the Syrian Boys appear, 
Contending as tor Triumphs all the day, 

To win their Nutts and Bounding-ſtones at play. 
Such Conquetſts with fuch honourable pain 

Who but the Maſter of the World cou'd gain ? 
Was it for this thou did(t all Nations quell, 

And by thy Arms the noble Brutzs fell ? 

\ou the Earth's God ? This your Ce/arien pride ? 
Fly. fly, thy ſharge from human knowledge hide ; 
10 ſome By-path from all obſervance ſtray, 

And far from Roads of Glory take your way. 

Aug. Now Rider Love! my lite on't down a' goes, 
Look to't, I ſay, thy trembling m_ keep cloſe , 
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Cloſe to my {ide like deſtiny now fit, 
Fixt in my heart-ſtrings fixmly plant thy tect, 
For in my Teeth I have got th* ungratefv! bir. 
There, there, with that laſt heave I threw him down. 
and now I thank my Stars my hearts my own. 
Beauty, thou once m' enlightner bright and kind. 
For ever ſet, I'le ſcourge thee from my mind 
Like day, nor ſhalt thou leave onitreak behind : 
Thy lips, thy tongue, thy eyes have now no charms ; 
My ſoul b? ambition wad to old alarms, 
Starts up and liſtens to the clanck of Arms. 
G/o. Without this circumſtance my death ordain. 
Azg. No, that wou'd be to put thee out of pain : 
AS haughty Vertue's ſharpeſt puniſhment, 
Thou thalt live (till, bur not live innocent. 
G/o, Not innocent ! I ſcorn thy impious breat!:, 
Ple ope* ten thoutand doors to let in death. 
Aug. Not one, Ile thut up all, and fer firit guard. 
There's not a Wicket ſhall be left unbarr'd ; 
No chink through which kind Fate may draw thy thred, 
Or Death with his leaſt finger touch thee dead. 
O70, Still rack thy cruel heart and curſed brain, 
Yet after all thy wiſh thou ſhalt not gain ; 
Burit with thy malice, for I will not live, 
My lite ſhall ſtarve that honour may 1arvive. 
Azg. Nor that, for &re to morrow $ Sun appear. 
Thy Vugin-pride thall vanith into air. 
Starvs, Uoriang, in a Monarch's bed ! 
By Heav'n thou ſhalt to ſurteiring be ted. 
Go, Still perjur'd, fince it ſhall not, cannot be 
v0 Itch a purchaſe ſhow'd be reap'd by thee ; 
For though | ſhowd conſent to have it ſold, 
Thou couldft not buy, thou art fo wretched old. 
Ag. It blifs anon wou*d not lels fiercely flow. 
By alt my hopes I woud enjoy thee now : 
But more delib'rate plcalung decreed, 
Ple come by Moon-light w 
Like Trrgun pale retolv'd upon the deed. 
© Cr/0712n4! ere the Lark has (ung 
tier morning Anthem, thou ſhale fay Pm young : 
Love through my lite an equal pace has run, 
Sw1tt near the Goal as where it begun : 
t keep ray courſe like the old Lord of Day. 
On my red cheeks the filver Treſks play. 
[ ſhout and drive and never feel decay. 
(3/0, I thank thee, Heav'n, that rhou doſt me ordain 
For woes no other woman cou'd faltain. 
Foman ! what man fach Terapelts cou'd outwear ? 


Yet like a rock both Sea and Winds Ile dare. 


ch my flame ſhall feed, c 


[ Exit. 
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Enter Cxſario, dyroing in the Captain. 

Ce/. So ſturdy, Sir, you that wow'd rake my Sword? TH 
'Tis for you, there ; now bear it to your Lord. | 1he Captain falls. 
C:e/zr come torth, thou Female-god appear, 

Not P/1ngts but Ceſario waits thee here, 

The Son of Jules, and the wide World's heir ; 

Thou hear'ſt, but to approach me dolt not dare. 

In what dark covert are thy Glories laid, 

Or do they {ep beneath tome Laurel ſhade ? 

Rock'd on thy MiltreſS lap, whole knitting hands, 
Lock up thy Captive cares in downy bands. 

Wake, wake, by Heavir my wrath thou ſhalt not ſhun, 
" Thovgh thou beneath her Robes for ſhelter run. 

G/o. What art that wanderit mm this tatal Wood. 
Whole thirtty Sword 1ceks tor Majeltick blood 7 
Was it a borrow*d Title, or true name 
Thou didit affume, whole eyes quick rouling flame c 
Glows with Ambition, Pride, Revenge and Fame ? 

Cr/. Ha! what I was you heard me ſpeak but now ; 
I was I know not what, and am I know not how. 

Bur {peak and le conſider what to fay, 
Pye hunted hud, and now my hearts at Bay. 
G/o, it you the Son of Divine Zulws are, 
How durſt you in Avguſtus Court appear ? 
No brea{t but yours {uch rathneſs ever knew. £ 


But to approach him here, and fingly too, 
Nought but difjrattion or deſpair would do. 
*Tis certain death. 

Ce/. That certain death 1s palt, 
And [ upon the Blefled Shore am caſt : 
I track'd a Fiend | thought by Funes driiv*n, 
I fought tor Hell, bur ftumbled upon Heav'n. 
You are 

G/o. A woman. 

Cef. Angels ſhou'd ſpeak true, 
But ſure fo bright a flow'r on Earth ne'regrew : 
Her lips, her cheeks mult more than Roſes be ; 
What Stars her eyes, what moving Majelty ? 
So 1iweet-and ſo imperious too they move, 
Sparkling with beauty, glittring all with Love. 

Emer er. 

Lea. Haft, or the Emp'ror will evade the toil ; 
He's almoſt out of fight, haſt to the ſpoil. 

Crf. Not Fils fuch when all her gemms ſhe wears; 
Nor {ad Nerciſſe more adorn'd with tears ; 
Tield Beauties yield, or ſhun this dazling eye, 
vince thoſe that ſtay will ſoon her Victims lyc, 
Like Autumn-leaves, turn yellow all and dye. 

G/o. juſt Heav'n does ſure this God-like man pzovide, 
To bear me from the Tyrants luſt and pride. 
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Beauty, if thou didſt ever, aid me now, 

That 1 may make this haughty gazer bow, 

Fhis heav*nly Youth ; Oh force him to adore, 

To love me only, Tle ne're ask thee more. 

Cz/. Why beats my heart as I had poiſon ta*en ? 
What means my burning breaſt and giddy brain ? 
Switt thrilling cold with panick terrour flies, 

And an unuſual thaw diflolves my eyes 
If Lore thou art, I will not take the wound, 
My Armour ſhall thy pointed darts confound ; 
Vle draw *em, it they cannot be withſtood, 
Though to the Feathers drinking in my hlood ; 
Then ſhake *em at her eyes with tix'd diidain, 
And hurl *em to thy Godhead back again. 
Enter Araſpes. 
Araf. Your vengeance muſt another ſeaſon take. 
_ Cz}. Love is low play, which Warrieurs ſhou'd forſake $ 
Yer what a ſtir docs this blind Gameſter make ? 
He makes my heart rebound abour my brealt, 
And laughs to ſee me tire, and cries no relt , 
From fide to ſide grikes the tormented Ball, 
And with each ſtroke he dints the very wall. _ 

G/o. It you in Fields have purchas'd high tenown, 
Have with perſiſting Vertue wonders done, 

And Wreaths rewards of toiling Valaur won ; 
Now in a Princeſs quarrel lift your Sword, 

Fate never did a nobler caulie afford. 

By all the mighty Barrles you have tought, 

By all the-Frophies you with bloud have bought, 
A Royal ſuft ring Virgins wrongs redrels, 

And kill the Giant vice that wou'd opprels. 

C:e/. I meet the ſummons ſwitt, and ſnatch the joy, 
Kindling at death, and panting to deſtroy ; 
Another Sword like mine you'l ne're imploy. 

War was my Miſtreſs, and I lov'd her long; 
She lov'd my Mulick, thouriggs were my Song, 
And claſhing Arms that ecch@' through the Flain, 
Neighings of Horſes, groans of 'dying men ; 
Notes which the Trump and hoarſer Drum affords, 
And dying ſounds riſing from talls of Swords. 
Command diſpatch, and bid your Lightning fly, 
Fle ftaſh, Tle kill, Fle conquer in your eye, 
And after all here yield my breath and dye. 

O cou'd you love ! 

Glo. Let Love be mention'd laſt, 

But firft to free me hence you ſhou'd forecalt. 

Ceſ. By all my Love you are already palt : 
You are, O Heav'n ! whereever you wou'd be, 
AndI am with you all o're extahie, 
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_ High walls and Tow'rs are levell'd where you go; C 


You tread on pants, and fighs about you blow, 
And hearts in their own bleedings round you flor, 
Araf. It you wou'd bear her late, haſt Sir away. 
I 2. The minute's cricical- and will not (tay. 
Crf. Move on, and bravely let us meet our dooms, 
But give me warning e're the Tyrant comes ; 
Plz totlow ſlowly, and while Love is by, 
The ſiwifteſt deaths and rufhing fates dehe. 
Glo. In all your aQs ſuch God-like manners ſhine, 
I doubt not but your Parents are Divine, 
Therefore to match you with a ſtock of fame, 
Know trom a race as high as yours I came, 
Pompey the Great, and fair Cornelia gave 
The lite which you fo gen'rouſly wou'd fave. 
Ce/. Ha! now I find the cauſe I n&er cou'd love ; 
Long, long ago our hearts were pair'd above : 
And my ambiuion joyn'd with deſtiny, 
Ott times ſuggeſting ir cou'd never be, 
That Ceſar 5 Son who all the World had aw'd, ; 
Shou'd wed beneath the daughter of a God. | Exeunt. 
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ACT. IV. SCENE, The Palace of Marcellus.. 


Marcellus with his Steord drawn againſt Julia. 
Mir. Y Heav'n le bear no more, *tis publick now. 
Diſgrace fo bold is grav'd upon thy brow. 
That een old age, whoſe eyes are ſeldom clear, 
Dim with death's miſt, can read thy falthood there : 
All Rome with thy proclaim d dithonour rings, 
And ev'ry Infant 7:/ia's lewdneſs ings. 
What can thy crimes ap trom my ult rage ? 
Ful. Death, let my btoud your violent wrath aflivage ; 
"Tis better we ſhou'd both for ever fleep 
ln calms, then wake in ſtorms, and always weep. 
Mar. Weep! It the Ocean trom thy eyes were ſpilt, 
The Ocean cou'd not wath away thy guilt. 
Nor think that when thy Beauries ſhall be laid 
In Earth, thy. peace is then for ever made ; 
Fair) {till ſhalt thou haunted he. c 


And a long row ct pale Adulrtrers ſee, 
And me art laſt purſuing them and thee. 

ZFul. Not haunting Furies there can rack me more, 
Than, Jealoufies on earth thar louder roar ; 
Though I ſhou'd make account for ev'ry thought, 
While falls relations are by Trayrors wrought, 
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And you believe thoſe molt that moſt abuſe, 
*'Twere vain tor me my honour to'excule. 
Mar. How well your pride an innocence can feign ? 
Excuſe your honour ! That indeed's moſt vain ; 
Thy purpoſe vain as thy paſt aQtions foul,, 
Vain all thy thoughts which with wild fancies roul, 
And one immortal Vanity's thy foul. 
Jul. 1 cannot itay to hear your vain debate. 
Mar. Pais not this way, *tis guarded with thy fate. 
Zu. Strike then, and free me from a world of cares, 
Better dye once then alwars live in fears : 
Loud clamours all the day my peace moleſt, 
With perjur'd, falſe, I hate, renounce, deteſt ; 
Still am wak'd by day with theſe alarms : 
At night you tart, and throw me trom your arts. 
Laſt night your head upon my breaſt repos'd, 
Juſt as ſweet balmy ſle2p my eyes had closd, 
Hearing me figh, you cry'd aloud, By Heav'n 
Thoſe fighs are to your dear lov'd Owid giwn 
Bur I will conjure him from Ports back, 
And his curs'd lite by thouſand torments take. 
Mar. O Fula, is there not a caulſc tor this ? 
Thou fayft T rob thy days and nights-of peace, 
Haſt thou not robb'd my lite of all its bliſs? 
Heavin witneſswhat 1 am, -and: what have been ; 
What thou haſt done, how gloried in thy fin, 
How triumph'd 4n"thy ills 
7ul. What I have done 
Shall to no mortal, -not to you be known. . 
Alar. Ple know. 
7Zul. Ye hall not. 
Mar. With this ſure I ſhall ; 
['le open ev'ry vein and know thee all. 
ul. Strike to thy vengeance ſummon al! the lies 
Which talſe 1:berivs malice cou'd devilc. 
Aar. I've ſunimon'd all he*told with loyal breath, 
And all thoſe'truths doom thee to tudden death. 
Ful. Why then doit thou not ſtrike, revenging Lord ! 
Behold my breaſt prepard to meet thy Sword ; 
Thy cruel kindneſs thus it ſhall approve, 
Naked to Anger, as it was to Love. 
Why ſhrinks thy arm as it it tear'd to wound, 
And drops thy coward weapon, to the ground /? 
Mar. I know thee talie, yet have no power to harm ; 
Fierce paſhon my arm'd vengeance does diſarm : 
Beauty which through thy vice 1 cou'd -not ſpy, 
Did like a danz'rous toe in Ambath lye. 
Here, Zulia, exccute thy bploudy will, 
T know thy purpoſe is at laſt to, Kill : 
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Be but thus kind life freely I refign ; 

Thou'rt born to break all hearts, and muſt break mine. 
Jul. No, my Marcellus, truſt me from this hour 

You ſhall be ever my Lord Conquerour ; | 

Thou ever wert the dearett of mankind, 

But now my heart is to thy looks conhin'd. 

By all our Loves you never were betray'd, 
encetorth be abſolute, my breaſt invade, 

There like a gentle Monarch thou ſhalt ſway, 

And I with gentler mind thy Laws obey. 

Mar. Prove but thy heart as heav'nly as thy tongue, 
Be but thus good, and I had never wrong. 

Emer Czſario bloudy, leading Gloriana ver'd, 
follow'd by Leander, Araſpes. 

Mar. My noble brother ! what can friendſhip tay 
Which from my arms abſented half a day ? 

Together (till in Bartel we did ride, 

Nor cou'd united Troops the link divide ; 

Shall Peace diſjoyn what was not broke by War, 
And Crowds in Courts do more than Armies there ? 

Cz/. Now I ſhall try the friendſhip which you boaſt ; 
It now not found, let it be ever loſt. 

This Beauty with {ome bloud and danger bought, 

[o_ deeds tor Beauty by young bloud are wrought ) 
trom the den ot an old Beaſt of prey 

Snatch'd, while abroad he did tor forage ſtray. 

By this he is reti:rn'd, and finds her gone ; 

By this the Groves reſound, and Foreſts groan. 

Mar. Thus in your cauſe advancing thus Ie face 
A band of Bloud-hound Furies in their chaſe. 

Ce/. Firlt let us lodge where they ſhall never find 
The Hart whoſe death thoſe Hunters have defign'd ; 
Then with Relays each to his ſtation go, 

And bravely tall upoh the Savage toe : 
Our Bugle breath hal wind Recheats, and tell 
'Tis not the Deers, but the rouz'd Hunters knell. 
J-4, While you that Vertue might 'not be undone þ 
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Lok'd fierce, methought my brows too catch'd 4 trown ; 
[| burn'd and grew ambitions to be one. 
\Whocre the be, as ſure ſhe is moſt-fair, 
For vchom the ſounds of fame 410 buhie are, 
| promiſe her a covert where ſhe ſhall, 
Sate as in clouds, look down upon 'em all 
Cr/. O bounty which my bloud can never pay ' 
[ woud do all, yet 1 mult ſomething lay ; 
What Hell-born envy, cursd Internal ſpight, 
90 us d to darknels that it hates the light, 
Stall dare tough itlence the with pain endures, 
Traduce a Vertue lo renown'd as yours ? 
By Heav'n I tivear, and by this T4 Steel, 
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So deep in Beautie's conq' 1ing quarrel dy'd, C 


{ ſtand your Champion to your cauſe ally'd, 
To damn thoſe Slaves that have -your fame bely?d. 
Enter Naxcilla running. 

Naz. Fly, fly, yowre loſt, the Empire's overthrown ! 
Fly Plangus, fly Sir, murder'd Ce/ar's Son ! 
Not ſtir ! By all my fears, moſt cruel Prince, 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay and dye, Fle drag thee hence. 
The Captain whom your valour lett tor dead, 
Heard your diſcourſe, and has relation made. 
AlPs out, thou art betray'd, O Heav'n! undone, 
What ſhall I fay ? thy name, thy birth is known ; 
DeſtruCtion gallops to thy murder Poſt, 
And Cz/ar looks as it the World were loſt. 

Ce/. Though driv*n by whirlwinds he ſhou'd roul like fire, 
I wow'd not from this Eatch one inch retire ; 
Let deſtiny about my death conſult, 
All thoughts of ſatery from my {ide revolt, 
['le ſtand him though he were a Thunderbolt. 

Nar. Perhaps my pray'rs and low fubmiſhon may 
Divert his wrath, or his revenge delay. 

Ful. With yours my mingled tears and fighs ſhall joyn, 
He may refiſt yours, but he ſhall not mine. 

Nar. But it inflexibly he will deny, 
Together let us all reſolve to dye. 

G/o. Since this ſecures my honour, can I tear ? 
Not Martyrs with more joy their ſummons hear. 
Methinks I long in thole dark walks to tread, 
And wrap my felt about with honour d Lead, c 
Where all the Worthies of the Earth lyc dead. 
Nor ſhall my Spirit in that pond*rous Caſe 
Be kept, but ſhopt as rays through Chryſtal paſs ; 
Through doors of death, with Mountains piPd on Rocks, 
With thonſand Bars. and with ten thouſand Locks, 
Like Lightning ſhe ſhall cut her ſacred way 
Through all, and rife to everlaſting day. 

Ner. What Spirit's this more fierce than boldeſt men, 
That with ſuch hautineſs does lite diſdain ? 

Ce/. O death ! thou ever dxz bloud-thirtty Slave, 
All ! Hell-hound. all art thou refolv'd to have ? 
But taſt my heart. 'tis Royal, rich and good, 
Each drop's more worth than Tuns of Vulgar blood. 
Cannot th' exhauſted ſhore for once ſuite ; 
[ le make it up with Rivers from their eyes ; c 
Tears will not make him drunk, the Slave replies. 

G70. Can this be true, Cefario, do!t thou droop ? 
Doft thou ar laſt beneath deatir's burden Noop ? 
is this the Hero, this the God-like man 
Whoſe rage the ſtout Iberzans over-ran ? 
That me redeem'd this day trom rav*nous pow 'r, 
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And from the pounces of the Vulture tore ? 
Ceſ. O Gloriana ! with contuſion I 
Confteſs *tis now a dreadtul thing to dye : 
Your tatal purpoſe does to pieces tear 
That courage which all dangers elſe can dare. 
Q live, retire, and thoſe blelt Beauties hide, 
Far from the reach of Ce/o7's cruel pride; 
Then I ſhall eafily death's yoke pur on, 
And calm as thoſe thar fall alleep lye down. 
Glo. Ceſario, No, unjult is thy requeſt, | puts xp ber veil, Nat 
Why ſhow'd I wake when thou art gone to reſt ?, cilia obſerves her 
And {ince 1 love thee, which I now may own, 
The faſteſt ſecrets are by death undone, 
What will lite fignifie when thou art gone? 
Grant that I 'fcape the Tyrant's rage, and fly 
To ſome ſtrange Land, and leave you here to dye, 
Shall I ſurvive to blot thee from my mind ? 
Forget thee ? Or to one leſs bras be kind ? 
Is this thy wiſh ? or wouldl(t thou I ſhow'd live, 
And thy eternal loſs tor ever grieve ? 
Ceſ. Live, dye, be free, or yield your ſelf agair 
I will no more of you, but Heav'n complain ; 
Heav'n that can ſee fuch Vertue in diſtreſs, 
And with exceeding power a Tyrant bleſs , 
Heav'n that cou'd ſmile when nobleft Romans fell, 
As it enormous cruelties were well ; 
Heav'n that allows this Parricide a name 
As great and good as the firſt Sons of Fame. 
Nar. Love ſparkles through her ſhade ; 
His eyes to her, and hers to him are mov'd, 
She loves, ſhe loves and is again belov'd ; 
She f1ghs and weeps, and rouls her ſubtle eyes, 
And all the charms of knowing beauty trys: 
She looks as if her very eyes wou'd ſpeak, 
As it (ah wou'd it might) her heart wou'd break. 
But Cz/ar comes, ſome other time Ile take 
To tell my wrongs, his life is now at ſtake. 
Enter Auguſtus, Captain, Agrippa, Mecznas, Guard. 
Capt. Hither I tollow'd 'em with cautious view. 
Aug. Mecenas, let him have the Talents due. 
Lo where the Raviſher undaunted ſtands. 
AS it encompalis'd with a thouſand Bands ; 
Bold as Brizrevs warring in Heav'ns Field, 
When fitty flaming Swords his arms did weild, & 
And fifty Shields expos'd to thunder held. 
O my Agrippa ! ſhou'd | view him long, 
| ſhou'd torget. forgive the mighty wrong ; 
In that Majeſtick glance, and tiery ayre, 
Methinks our awtul Father does _ 
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Agr. ing leſs fierce his viſage does renew, 
Such beams from beauteous Cleopatra flew, 

When ſighing Kings to Agypr's Court ſhe drew. 

Ce/. Yes, my renown'd extraCtion I declare, 

I am by birth what you adopted are, 
The King oft Kings, and the World's lawful Heir. 

Ag. Such you were nam'd by 4rntbory indeed, 
Bur the great Ce/ar ortherwile decreed. 

Cz/. What he intended who but Heaven can tel! ? 
Scarce ſeated from th' Imperial Throne he fell : 
He ſtood on Ar/as ſhoulders unaftraid 
Some minutes, and the trampled Globe ſurvey'd ; 
Fill'd with vaſt bufineſs, and with thoughts protound, 
He had no leiſure for a proſpe& round, 

For e're ro Egypt's Queen he could be juſt, 
That head which Stars encompaſsd, kiſs'd the duſt, 

Arg. Yet to make void whatever you can ay, 
And dafh your boldelt hopes that fly at ſway, 

By his laft Will, which was to Romans ſhewn, 
I was ordain'd ro mount and fill his Throne, 
To ſcourge the World, and awe mankind alone. 

Ce/. I no Imperial Herald am, ro find 
The ſource of pow'r, nor how its riv'lets. wind ; 
Yer this ] know, vour latter boaſt was vain, 

Ce/ar had ne're adopted you to reign, 
Had he known me, who from the womb was paſt, 
And firtt faw light when he beheld it laſt. 

Aug. When conqu'ring Ceſar Pompey did purſue, 
And in his cauſe the Memphian Tyrant flew, 

He bonght your Mothers love wth Aigyprs Crown, 
And with her at a Kingdoms price lay down, 

But having ſurtgited with Beauties jovs, 

For Beauty much poſſe(&d extremely cloys, 

Scar d with his ſhame he wak'd to Wars alarms, 
He lett her pregnant, and he ruſh'd to Arms. 
'Twas God-like; and he imitated Jove, 

Who with exceſſive thundring tir'd above, 

Comes down for eaſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then 
Mounts dreadful, and to thundring goes again. 

Ce. Talktt rhou of her baſely that gave me birth, 

The moſt illuſtrious Empreis of the earth, 

Whoſe {miles Kings did with adorations crave ? 

By Heav'n ſhe wou'd have ſcorn'd thee for her Slave. 
ame not thy humbler bloud, nor let it be 

Compar'd to mine, no more than I to thee ; 

Who am to rhee, nor will I me commend, 

A God all o're, and thou all o're a Fiend. 

Aug. You ipeak, Cze/ario, with as little dread, 
As if you were at ſome vaſt Armie's head ; 

Were ut not that I rev'rence Ce/ar's blood, 


\C. 
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Thus long you had 75t diſreſpeQtful ſtood. 


Ce/. O counterfeit! O Crocodile of Pow'r.! 
Not woman e'e diflembled thus before. 
Thou reverence Ce/ar's blood 
Thou who didit never ought that's generous do, 
Who never didlt torgive a noble toe, 
Me would(t thou make believe rhou canſt be kind ? 
I know th* hypocrite, thy dev'liſh mind, 
Which holds thy Angel-colours high to ſhew, 
But art all ruine, blood and Hell belovv. 
Aug. Who e're was thus provok'd and cou'd forbear ? 
Be witneſs all, himſelf he will not ſpare. 
Cef. No, Tyrant, no, I will in pulick dye, 
And once at leatt expoſe thy cruelty ; 
The murders which thou hitherto haſt done 
Were atted cloſe, their Authors rarely known ; 
But I will periſh in the veiw of all, 
And to my laſt gaſp Tyrant, Tyrant call. 
Aug. Pardon me, Father, and jult rage forgive, C 


[ ofter lite vwhich-he cannnot receive, 
He's ſo Heroick that he will nor live. 
'Tis his dehire, and for this one laſt hour 
[ have decreed he ſhall be Empercur ; 
His Majeltie's refolv'd, you heard him ſay, 
Guards go and his Imperial will obey. 
Ceſ. Let 'em come on, *tis ſport that I have try'd 
In hundred Battles, thouſand deaths defy'd, { draws, 
And now in all their horrours can deride. 
( As the Guards prepare to fall on, Marcellus dra s. ) 
lor. Rettrain your tury, barb'rous men ! rake heed, 
By Cz/ar he that goes not back ſhall bleed. 
dug. What now ? Marcellus ! Darſt thou Traytor draw 
Thy Sword againſt thy Father ? where's the awe, * 
The Majeſty this tace was wont to bear ? 
Mar. "Twere Cowardice in fuch a cauſe to fear : 
No, Ce/a7, either grant my Friend his lite, 
Or fee me perith in the wth ſtrite. 
Ag. Do, periſh, dye ; is't pofhible that thou 
Should(t call him Friend, who is thy Father's Foe ? 
He who thy only Rivat is in power, 
Doſt thou not know he wou'd thy lite devour ? 
Who Serpent-like does to. thy boſom fpri 
And with wam toldings does about thee cling, C 
Watching his time when he may ſhew his ſting. 
Cel his ſuch a baſeneſs is, fo black a guilt, 
As all the Seas of blond which thou haſt ſpile; 
With all thy clouds of Luſts catrt L 
Thou doſt in fal{hood now thy ſelt excel : 
But ſhou'd Marce/trs harbour fuch a thought, 
1 am to ſomething worſe than ruine brought... 
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Mar. Tax not my loyalty, you are too juſt 
The firmneſs of my Friendſhip to miſtruſt , 
1 am all yours, and you ſtand here as fair 
And faſtas ere you ſtood in ſhining War , 
. ASI have ſeen you in bright Steel tuſtain 
The thock of Troops that made afſyults in vain. 
Aug. Ungratetul wretch ! unworthy of a Throne ! 
By Heav'n I will adopt another Son : 
Can{. thou thy tight to Kindoms give away, 
Thy ſelf and him who rais'd thee thus betray ? 
Forget what {ſweating pains, what bloudy toils 
We bore, adorn'd our Arms with Nations ſpoils , 
Yet with our utmoſt reach ſcarce graſp'd a Crown, 
Glory than Empire is much eafier won : 
Empire's like Heav*n, which who wou'd bravely win, 
Mutt Giant-like with high a{ſyulr begin ; 
Heap Hills on Mountains, Proje& ad to Plor. 
.THI huge foundation for the work be wrought ; 
And as he climbs. at Stars that crois him trown, 
And tear *etn faſt as petty Princes down. 
Thus through all oppoſition mult he pats 
Ore walls of Chryital, battlements of Braſs, 
Till Majeſty cries out, This, This alone 
Is he who Heav*n becomes, and fts a Throne. 
Ce/. Thou talkit of cruelty, of bloud and toil, 
Yet having hunted me into the toil, 
My Lion rage with words far off you brave, 
But come not nigh tor tear you find a Grave. 
Aug. Ditarm Marcellus, and Ceſario llay ; 
Kill him, haſt, kill him without more delay. 
( Julia and Narcifla interpoſe and Rneel. ) 
- 7ul, Hold, Father. 
Nar. Hold, 
7Zul. Let mi your wrath attone. | 
Nar. O hear the Siſter of your once loy'd Son. 
Fl. Your daughter hear. *. 1. | They come forward 
Nar. As you are great be good. on then neces. 
7ul. And hear the voice of your own ctying blcod. 
Azug. Treaſon ! Conſpiracy ! they have cotnbin'd 
With knit difloyalty to break my mind, 
To waſt my ſpirits, and to bow my-will ; 
Yer like an'old tough Qak Tle hold our {till ; | 
Spight of the fighs that Hlow... and owts.that weep, 
My ſoul to death ſhall.her vqw*d;nurpoſe keep. 
Speak, break your hearts, the Gults of oriets le tixe, 
Ls han ng Ple. more blow Tag 
at at each ſtroke my eyes. catttgr hire. | 
Nar. By all the God like Gs 8p di Won.. 


Zul. By all the Nations that. Wb Ms. unramul 02.0! 
-,;Aar. Stop here, the - Fi YUP. $2omul 07.07 
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Do not the Earth with laſting ſtorms diſmay. 
Ful. Or to your rouling Thunder give a check, 
Or let the cloud upon your daughter break. 
Arg. Yes, Vipers! yes, by Zputer it thall! 
Ple lighten, thunder, and conſume ye all. 
Kill *em, Guards, kill my Neece, my Daughter, Son , 
'Tis glorious death they feck, haſt, puth *em-on. 
Ha ! Villains Traytors, dare ye thus give back ? 
My felt in my own cauſe Revenge will take. 
| Agrippa and Mecznas hold bi. 
Though bloud's below an Emperour to ſpill, 
Ple firſt diſarm %em, and then you ſhall kill. 
| Strruz's 10 get from Agrippa. 
Thus an old Lion ſtruggles with his prey, 
Which when all torn his flaming eyes ſurvey, 
The Royal Savage ſcorns the eahe prize, 
And calls his young ones forth with dreadful cries ; 
He gathers round him all the cruel brood, 
Thus calls *em on, and fleſhes *em in blood. 
[ Breaks from their arms, Gloriana unveils and meets him, | 
Glo. Auguſius, hold, and Cz/ar's Son retire. 
"Tis juſt thar I. for all ſhou'd once expire ; 
Ce/ſario but for me you nere had known, 
Who ſav'd my lite by hazarding his own. 
Becauſe Cz/ario has my honour freed, 
Your doom has ſentenc'd him and theſe to bleed : 
Which to avoid, and fer all right again, 
C:r/ar, 1 yield to wear my former chain. 
Ce/. Ah cruel Princeſs ! what, what have you don ? 
And whither wou'd you from Cz/aro run ? 
All's loſt for which I thought lite worth regard ; 
You have your felt transferr'd that dear reward 
Which I with thouſand dangers wou'd have bought, 
You have your felt my ſharpeſt torments wrought. 
Death I cou'd meet in its molt hideous forms, 
In brazen Bulls, in racks, wheels, fires, and ſtorms, 
But cannot ſee you his Here, Tyrant, take ( renders his Sword, 
A lite that does its own diſquiets make. 
To her vexation, terrour *tis to thee, 
But of alFtorments ?tis the worſt to me. 
Arg. 1 take thy Sword, and when I think it fit, 
Thy toul her melancholy houſe ſhall quit. 
G/or. By all Heroick proofs of your high fame. 
When yours I ceaſe to be, I nothing am : 
ConceaPd exalted projects fill my mind. 
I had nor elſe to Ce/ar thus refiged 
What is all yours. 
Cc/. By Heay'n you are all his, 
Already ke is haltning to his bliſs. 
How to your ſelt unkind, to me unjuſt, 


- 
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That wou'd to one ſo known a Tyrant truſt ? 

I ſee his eyes red with Triumphant luſt. 

I ſee him from your ſacred body tear 

The ſeatter'd Robes in your dithelv'd hair ; 

| lee his bloudy hand, I hear his rongue 

Cry Yield, and now I ice you thrown along ; 
Hands tir'd, ſpeech loſt, no Rher'rick now appeats, 
But ſpeaking fighs, and more pertwading tears : 


Now graſping thee my fancy ſhews him nigher, 


Pale as thy checks, and ſhaking with defire, 
[ ſee him on thy vanquiſh'd honour tread, 
I ſee the' Rape, and with the fight am dead. 

Aug. Death!------Pleendure no more, hatt. lead her hence; 
And Guards, upon your lives ſecure the Prince. 
How darſt thou gaze thus now thy doom is palt ? 

Cze/. Tle look my ſoul our. 

Aug. Do, this look's thy latt. 
To rack thee more, thou ſhalt look once again, 
And paſs by Heav'n to Hell , *ris witty pain, 

Ard worthy of a King's revengetul brain. 
As obſcene Birds ſnatch the remains ot light, 
Riſe late in Summer-Eves, and ſer in Night; 
50 like a Bat thou ſhalt her eves ſurvey, 
Then in death's deepeſt darkneſs dive away. 
( He goes out, follow'd by Marcellus, Julia, Narcitla, 
who /cem 10 intreat him ;, Guards ſtay.) 

Ce/. O Gloriana ! 

Glor. O Ceſario ! Ce/. Ceaſe ; 

Ler's ſeal our lips with everlaiting peace : 
Griets ſo unutterable who can ſpeak ? 

G/or. Have we hearts {till ? 

Cz/. Grant Heay'n that mine may break. 

G7or. Ce/ario, we mult part. 

Ce/. Gods! ſhe's in hat, 

The rime the Tyrant gave the wiſhes paſt. 
Glor. Ceſar's commands wiil inſtantly be ſent, 
'Tis better to divide than to be renr. 
How much I love 
Ce/. That I wou'd dying hear, 
And to the ſhades the tweet expreſſion bear. 

Glor. Why ſhow'd you wiſh what cannot be expreſt, 
But gueſs my Flame by that which warms your Brealt ? 
Love's maguitude is harder to declare, 

Than *ris to tell the bigneſs of a Star. 

This I can fay, if that can Paſhon ſhew, 

With you I had rather ro a Cottage go, 

"Than with Auguſtus live and wear a Crown ; 
"Tis death to part and yer I mutt be gone. 
This though I know, I cannot bur look back, 
And figh Adieus, and thouſand Farewells rake. 
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I linger after you, and wiſh your ſight, 
Like Birds that languifh for the morning light : 
Like Babes unkindly wean'd, that take no reſt, 
But bath'd in tears lye pining for the breaſt ; 
1 ſeek your heart, and when I find it gone, 
I weep and igh as I wou'd break my own. 
Cf. *Tis Love, *tis Love the great dear extalic, 
And I with Raptures find you equal me, 
O that ſuch Loves ſhonld have ſo quick a doom ! ”, 
Like lives of Lillies, blaſted in their bloom : 
Yet we'll appear in this laſt minute ſtrong, 
And talk as if our joys ſhou'd flouriſh long : 
\Ve, like proteſting Swains, will plight our faith, 
And wiſh that when we break, our perjur'd breath 
May ſtreight be ſtop't by the cold hand of death. 
Glory, If not to death my paſlion I preſerve, 
And all the Love which you can give deſerve, 
Though from their ſeats the Rival Gods came down, 
And cach ſhou'd wooe me with a Starry Crown ; 
Though the fine Sun, or finer God of Love, 
' Shou'd ſwear they priz*d me more than joys above ; 
Yet if to them in all the beams they wear, 
1 did not thee in humble weeds prefer, 
May Lions bolting from the neareſt Wood, 
Queach their hot thirſt in Gloriana's blood. 
Cf. If thou more fair than the red mornings dawn, 
Sweeter than Pearley dews that ſcent the lawn ; 
Than blne-ey*d Violets, or the damask Roſe, 
When in her hotteſt fragrancy ſhe glows, : 
-And the cool Weſt her wafted odour blows; 9X, 
If thou art not the darling of my ſoul, 
May Mountains big with curſes on me roul. 
| Glor. On me may Lightnings fall, and Mildews rain; 
And may I dye at laſt of M $ pain. 
| " Ca). May Fove ſhowr all his Thunders on my head, 
And may I be deſpis'd when I am dead ; 
Then as L lye all pale upon the ground, : 
May ev'ry Virgin give my breaſt a wound ; 
| May no eye pity me, nor heart deplore 
T hat faithleſs wretch who his firſt Love forſwore. [CExeunt. 


_—— 


ACT. V. SCENE, The Imperial Chamber. ' 
Avguſtus, Narciſa. 


Aug. WV ? ſhallI never reſt till I am dead ? 

Nav. ÞIl wake you in your everlaſting hed; . 
[1e baniſh filence from your ears, your eycs 
Aﬀright with forms of ghaſtly miſeries: 
Yet hear me, — - 
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Aug. Thou ſhalt be a Monarch's wife, 

Ask me no more to ſpare Ceſerio's life, 

A vagabond thou ſhouldft in to own, 


I ſwear Ple match thee to a Prince ; be gone. 
Nar. A Prince ! what Prince, what King, what God can *2 


Equal to him, to my Divinity ? 
He is a Prince, a King, a God to me ; 
My heart”s firſt, laſt, chief, deareſt, only joy ; 
Can you hear this, yet purpoſe to deſtroy ? 
O Iron heart * 
Aug. Yet you can make it run ; 
Soft tool, be gone: by Heav*n ſhe melts me down. 
Nar. My milkie infancy why did you grace, 
And flatter ſo while you did me embrace : © 
And ſwear this was the prettieſt charming face ; 
Is there no ſweetneſs left, no grace to move ? 
Am | grown old ? have I quite loſt your love ? 
No kind remains ? all promiſes forgot ? 
Aug They are, they are, and I will pay thee nought. 
Pm calPd to high affairs and muſt not ſtay, 
Go to your Garden-hoſwifry, away. 
 Nar. *Tis well indeed you can remember that ; 
| Oft times as I on beds of Violets ſat, 

You on my knees plac'd your Majeſtick head, | 
W hile on your Crown my Infant-fingers plaid, : 
And all your Silver hairs in order laid ; 

And then you ſmil'd and promig?d, nay you ſwore 
Whatever I cou'd. ask of vt] __ 
It ſhou'd be granted : This you needs muſt know, 
And Heav?a that heard you ſure wif angry grow, 
And will revenge, if you deny me now. 

Aug. Auguſtus cannot with Ceſario ſtand - 
Asking his life, thou doſt' my death demand. + 
Two Ceſars the rent World will nere obey, 
As well two Rival Suns might drive the day, : 
Or Fove a partner brook in heav0nly ſway. 

Nar. Poor Prince, you wrong him ; he an Emperour ! 
Alaſs he never meant to ſhare your pow ; 
Spare but his life, and he with me ſhall dwell, 
In Groves which all your Palaces excel; | 
Where Heav*n and Earth their choiceſt wealth beſtow, 
Where no ſuch weeds as Pride or Envy grow. 
We mock the arts of Courts, and harms of State, 
Where thoſe are higheſt that wade deep. in fate, 
Like Giants very cruel, very great. 

Aug. Well, leave me, Vle conſider what, to do, 
Ceſario lives, and. owes, his life to you, 

Nar. Live! ſhall he Jive, O Heav'ns ! pronounce it plain ; 
Speak, Let him live, diſt ONCE; agai "<p 
T hat 1 may dye upon the raviſh'd found, _ 
. And with my laſt breath eccba, Live arouad. - But 
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But you perhaps your myſtick mind unfold 
In Riddling terms, like Oracles of old ; 
And I unknowing innocence may take 
Your purpoſe-wrong, and ſome groſs errour make. 
Dear dreadful Sir, let me this grace receive, [ kneels, 
Shall he without equivocation live ? 
Enter Gloriana. 

a Riſe, dear Narciſſa, riſe, haſte and retire, 
I yield, I grant whatever you require, 

Nar. This is my hated Rival, ere I go 
Ple watch and what ſhe acts with Ceſar know. 

Aug. - Ambition's poiſon which the Spirits burn, 
And all the bloud to liquid Sulphur turn ; 
The toil of War when action makes us ſweat, 
Scorch'd with our ſultry Arms redoubled heat ; 
Plagues, Surfeits, Feavers, the great harms of Peace, 
Contracted by exceflive idleneſs, 
Are Dew-drops to the brands, the glowing fire 
You kindle here, and with your breath inſpire, 

Glory. My tears ſhall quench the flame. 

Aug. You may as well 
Put out the Sun, or quench the fires of Hell. 
I thought you ſet for ever, but you riſe 
More glorious, more tormenting to my eyes. 

Glor. Of furious paſſion why ſhou'd you complain 
To me? Aml the author of your pain ? 
Or can I help what you ordain ſhall be ? 
You raiſe the ſtorms, and caſt *em upon me. 
The. works of Beauty, like it ſelf, are fair ; 
I beg for Peace, *tis you that thunder War - 
Like March Tryannick rage black Tempeſts pours, 
But I like April am all Sun and ſhow'rs. 

Aug. *T1s true, continy'd ſtorms my peace moleſt, 
And like old Ocean I can never reſt ; 
About my head many State- Tempeſts ſing, 
And rapid troubles the rais'd billows wing : 
Yet Beautie's influence, like the Moon's below, 
Is cauſe of paſſions conſtant ebb and flow. 
But *tis at length by me refoly*d, I will 
For the Worlds quiet, and my'own, be till : 
You like the Queea of Love, watted in calms, 
Diſtiiling cordial ſweets and healing balms, 
Shall lull my ſtormy cares, and rock my head, 
On the ſoft pillows af-thy boſom laid. 

Glor. Shall then Ceſario live? 

Aug. He ſhall, he muſt, 
'Tis indiſputable, be thou but juſt - 
With kindneſs my unwearied love regard, 
And give my ſervices their due reward. 

Glory. Let him but live, and that reward may come. 

Hug. Live! he ſhall live: beyond the day of doom, 
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Conſent, yield,” bow thy beauties to my will ; — 


Wouldſt thou have bloud ? Thou ſhalt whole Nations ſpill 3. 


Or if © oblige the World you'd breath beſtow, 
Ceſario's life will be too little 3 no, 

His immortality can ne're ſuffice, 

Speak but the word, the dead, the dead ſhall riſe; 
Heroes that dy'd a thouſand. years ago, 

Shall burſt death's Adamantine Gates below, 
Though Pluto ſhou'd himſelf the Porter ſtand; 
And ruſh amaz?d to light at thy command, 

Glor. *Tis fit that none beneath an Emp'rovr ſhou'd 

Mingle with Pompey's high extracted bloud ; 

We know C#ſario's young, and charming fierce, 
But *tis Auguſtus rules the Univerſe : 

Yer ſince Ce/ario durit attempt ſo well, 

Why let him live, but in ſtrange Countries dwell, 
And not preſume to ſhew his follies here, 

He dies it he again in Rome appear, 

Aug. My pallion drinks your eyes refreſhing ſtreams ; 
Catches your breath, and hovers o're the ſteams ; 

I reel, my joy's ſo ſprightly fierce refin'd, 
Yes, Madam, Love's the drunkeneſs o*th* mind : 
Men rais'd with Wine equal with Monarchs move, 
But Kings are Gods when extaſ'd by Love, 

Glor, With equal pallion I your raptures greet, 
With as fierce fires your hotteſt-burnings meet ; 
Fierce as Thaleſtris Alexander fought, 

But with ſuch Arms as no deſtruction wrought : 
Vle ruſh npon you with a Heay'n of Charms, 
And make you buckle when you're out of Arms, 

Aug: O thou art-all the ſweetneſs of the earth, 
Thou mak'ſt me young, nay giv'{t me a. new birth ; 
And doſt ſuch Virgin-thoughts tome reſtore, 

As if I nefre had known delights before. 
Narciſla meets *em going out. 

Nar. Stay, Ceſar, ſtay, thou man of mighty ill, 
Hear me, and all the ſtings of Horrour feel ;. 

If you perſiſt, go on in this dark way, 

May you arrive at Hell; may never day, 

Nor Glory which did once your breaſt enflame; 
Gild your atchievements, nor adorn-your name :- 
May you be hurl'd from.the high Helm of State, 
And ſeem more vile than ever you were great. ' 

Aug. This ſeed of fire, leſt:it[ſhow'd ſpread about; 
I will diſcreetly in its growth put out: + + | 
Ske fhall a Prisner be, take her away. 

Nar. Bind me in dungeons, yet 1 will not ſtay -* 
To publiſh thy diſgrace Ple ſhoot through-pores, - 


Ve pierce, Ule fly, Ple burſt the pri 
Thus ſeed Pod Oedomingo wed wry rey ad 6 
And fet the World on blaze about your ears, + -- 


-* 
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Fug. No, to the Veltals you ſhall go, and there; 
Since youre ſo hot, the Sacred fires-repair;; - - © 
While you have any breath/there reek your ſpighe; | 
This frantick zeal will make *em burn more brighr. - 
Glor. Though highly born, yet educated low, 
Diſtance, degrees, and forms ſhe cannot know ; THT7; 
She like a Shepherdeſs by Princes lowd, betler of 
Is dazPd with the height to which ſhe's moy'd: ol $57 ya 
Thovgh bold to madneſs, n her for me; | re 9 
Excuſe her ignorance, and leave her' free. | 
Nar. At thy requelt ! diſdainful as you are, 
Offending, falſe, and moſt deſtructive Fair, 
Rather than with thy pray*rs Fle freedom buy; 
Dark as thy ſoul I will in dungeons lye, 
By philters, witchcraft, and Infernal art, 
*Tis true that thou haſt ſtoIn Czſario's heart ; 
Thou like a cruel Fairy didſt convey : 


That dear belov'd, that darling heart away, 
And in its room a cold dead Figure lay. 

But I will be reveng'd, to pieces tear 

Thoſe borrow?d eyes, and that inchanted hair ; 
Pull cff thy pride, diſrobe thy gorgeous pow'r, 
And ſtrip*d of thoſe, ſhew thee a Witch all ore. 

Aug. Away to ſome dark room let her be had, 
For either you and 1, or ſhe is mad. 

Nar. Yes, go devour your ſelves with eager luſt, 
Gnaſh with the pangs of paſſion, grind to duſt ; 
Joyn'd with difhonour infamoully one, 

So may ye to the bluſhing world be ſhewn : 

As once the grim laſcivious God of War, 
Cavght by the jealous Hnsband*s watchful care, 
Kiſſing Love's melting Empreſs, 'was betray'd, 
Ridiculous to all high Rulers made, 

May thy Gold Scepter wither in her hand, 
Still be a Slave, and ſtill may ſhe command. Exim. 

Gloy. Ceſar is mov'd, in his conſidrate eye 

I read remorſe, and warring paſlions ſpy ; 
With ſtronger charms *tis juſt I draw him on, 
Leſt the revenging deed be left undone. 
Aug. No, Ple not goto bed, nor taſte the joy, 
The lovely poiſon whoſe fad ſweets deſtroy ; 
Neither in Bed nor Throne Vle be her Slave, 
That Neſt of pleaſure, but my Honours Grave : 199 
Here like Pigmalion's Image will I ſtand, 2 
But never to be warm'd by any hand. 

Glor. What ſudden horrour's this that clouds your eyes, 

Like damps which from ſome vaults foul bottom riſe ? 

Smoth'ring the chearful lights that ſhone &re while, 

It turns to mortal frowns your ev'ry ſmile : 

'The breath of any man can warm, or chill, 

But yours alone can make alive, or kill, Aug. 


[ weeping, 


Aug. Of late fo coy, and now { > form grown: 
The myſteries of Love [ not know 
Nor can I this dark Riddles 
If Fate be in't, let _RD it ſelf ex 
I feel vaſt appetite, yet dread to eat, 
As if 1 ſaw that death were in the meat. 
As half-ſtarv*d Fiſh that fear the mortal Hook, 
Yet by the lovely Bait drawn in-are ſtrook ; 
She hangs ſo fair, ſo tempting to my eye, 
Lcetruine wait, Vle taſt her 


or, 


SONG. 
How ſevere is fate to break a heart 
That never went a - 
To torture it with endleſs Roſs 
For too much conſtant lowi 
I bleed, I bleed, 1 melt away, 
I waſh my watry Pillow ; 
1 walk the Woods alone all day, 
And wrap me round in Willow. 


Czfario ſolus, ri/ing as from ſleep. 
Ceſ. Ple not endure't ; Hence from my fancy ruſh, 
Or I to nought your frightful air mY cruſh : 
Methought 1 ſaw her in 
And after by my fide behel 
Dye Gloriana, better thoy AFroe bleed, 
Than once conſent in thought to ſuch a deed. 
O beauteous Virgin, daughter of the prints LEnter Narciſla, 
Who to my Winter dolt refreſhi 
Still all in tears ? Like the Lacey: 6 
Bending with cares and ſorrows. that © - = OY G 
Though bright yet ſad thy ſhinings all appear, 
And on thy cv'ry Glory hangs a tear. 
Nr. Alas I know not what I have to ſay, 
Yet I methinks cou'd talk to you all day ; 
Te!l you the mightineſs of Tyrant Love, 
And how I con'd from Courts with you remove; 
Cou'd like the humble Lark in.my cold Neſt, 
Abroad all night in frolty Meadows relſt : 
So I my vows ro you my Star might. bring, 
And ev'ry morning Songs.of forrow ſing. 
Czſ. O torment which, the gen'rous cannot bear ! 
Ceaſe thy lamented ſtory to declare, 
Doleful and ſweet as waking Nightuagales, 
When they repeat in Groves their Tragick Tales. 
Nar. Is it then writ in the dark books above, 
That you the -. Zag ne*re ſhall love ? 
That ſhe ſhall laaguiſh with eternal pain, 
And aever, —_ be belov'd again ? 
O ſtay, 1 ſee denial ia your eyes : 


Yet as when ſome belov'd Relation dyes, e245 20 oy 


gh 'L dye: LCExeunt. 


-  —— 
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We to the perſon whom he loy'd moſt dear 
With caution come, firſt uſher doube, then fear, 
And with ſad preparation teachithe eary © 
So to my trembling heart be cruet kind, 
And ſooth with ſoft delays my wounded mind. 

Caf. 1 will for ever thus before thee ſtand, 
Walk, fit, or hve, or dye at thy command. 

Nar. *Tis Heav*n to be thus part of one poor hon; 
To gaze and talk ; alas, I azk no more. 
And yet methinks 
It you and me the Emp'rour wou'd ſecure, 
\Vhere you my company muſt needs endvre, 
in ſome cloſe priſon for a year or to, 


| Fd find ſuch thouſand ways my love to ſhe, 


With thouſand pretty offices to ferve, 
That you ſhou'd fay at laſt, ſhe does deſerve ; =———— 
Nay ſigh perhaps, and as I weary lay 
Before your feet, with tears my labour pay. 
Caf. O arm thy gentle boſom with dildain, 
And o're thy heart a noble conqueſt gain ! 
Think me, alas, unworthy to receive, 
And the valt Preſent to ſome other give. 
Nar. There is no reaſon why we love, nor how, 
Yet to the yoke we all ſubmiſhve bow : 
With equal feet Love treads on Kings and Swains, 
Like death ore ev*ry neck he caſts his chains, 
He wakes in Thornes, and fleeps in flowric Plains. : 
Ceſ. Will you forgive me it | preſs to hear 
How Gloriana does her ſorrows bear. 


Nar. Yes, that's the beanteons Thief that ſtole my righ*. 


In whom your ſoul ignobly does delight ; 
For the bleſt know, thongh ſhe more beauteous he, 
In vertue ſhe comes ſhort, far ſhort of me. 
Vile as ſhe is, untrue to all-her vows, 
W ho'now the Tyrant's proffer*d loft allows. 
Ceſ. O do not ſpot thy Virgin-purity 
With ſuch untruths, for one ſo loſt as T. 
She vile! ungentle cruel as you are, 
Take heed, take heed, thou moſt injurious Fair, 
And ſpeak wo more, leaſt you be underſtood 
To have a ſpice of Caſar in your blood, 
Nar. It there be truth in what the dying ſay, 
Who wov'd ſuſpected with the living ſtay ; 
By Heav*n ſhe is as falſe as I am true, 
And C#ſar wholly does her foul ſubdve : 
To baniſhment ſhe call'd your ſentenc'd head, 
And ſleeps this night in the Imperial bed. 
Ceſ. Never ſuch thund"ring ſhall my vengeance make; 
Though ſhe were charm'd ſhe ſhou'd no ſlumber take, 


= 


Though ſhe were ſleep,-:-fleep! were ſherdeath;yet ſhe ſhou'd wake. 


Ple 


; 
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Ple rouze her w 
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Furies ſhall call noiſe of - 


Foris hl a mi tr 


And vou more Sa than the:'T d-hde 
Cruel to add to ſuch a. mals of gri - 3 1:2 


And [ unjuſt to give your wor | 
Nar. How ! think m ok: me A of a i, O Heav'g ! : 


Have I liv'd thus / you MESS: n.3., 

I am unkit to live, and you at Joe, Ras 
Let meto Death, and you to War remove ; ED 
You cannot be too rude in Armour dreſt, : 


Since cruelty is there like fame profeſs'd, 
Like Love in Courts, it raves in ev'ry breaſt. 
Nor ſhall I need your Sword to. make a,wound, 
This la unkindneſs weighs me to the, ground. 
O all ye vows of paſſion that I. gave ! 

Return and let me hide ye in the Grave, 

Cf. Fall firſt ten miilions ſuch as I, &re thou 
To any grief my folly murmur'd bow : 

Look up, thou eye o*th* World, why does.the red 
That now adorn'd thy cheeks, appear ſo dead ? 
W hat fatal Purple's this that ſhakes thy lip ?..  - 

Nir. Pm adding one ſmall grain to death's vaſt heap, 
Thy-love, thy love, hard-hearted C#ſa;?s SOn, | 
The poor accugd Narci//a has undone. 

Methinks you are not ngy.ſo loyely, quite, 
Or elſe tis degth that. darkens, thus my ſight : 
Not to believe”! — "twas ſo nakind a part, > 
There wanted onlFthat to break my. heart. 
Ceſ. Believe! I-ſwear 1 do, | will believe, 
And but for thee I will wy lg live 3; 


Expos'd to all the curſes of 

Whole earth will warm it ſelf is my head, 

And all the damn'd torment me;when I'm dead. 
Nar. Ah ſoft repoſe, how ſweetly now 1 = Bi 

As if your boſom were with Roſes dreſt ; | 

Wovu'd you have been thus. kind if I had Jiva? 
Ceſ. Witneſs 
Nar. Nay now you ſhall not be believ'd 

O Gloriana, bleſt above women, how | 

Didſt thou this heart to thy falſe beauty bow ? 

I over-heard her with the Emperour, 

"Tis dying truth, ſhe loves you leſs than.) 

Fut I above the World, -or that EM 

To which I haſt —- for my foul g peace, - 

Give me thy love ;,—— no more. 


Caf. My ſoul Feccive, ev bs 304) 972 54 


Ple tear that cruel Sorcerels.; -breal:, 
And plant thee there of all my h lels'd.; | 
O do not dye and leave me dumb,..deaf, blind, ... 
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W hich thus infus'd ſhall a new being give, 
Breathe with my breath, and with my being live, | 

N4y. The mighty cordial does my ſenſes cloy, | 
I dye like thoſe that ſurfeit with valt joy : 

Had you ſuch words ſome minutes ſooner ſpoke, 
They'd faſtned life, but now *tis vain to ſpeak, 6 
For what can hold us when our heart-ſtrings break. \ [dycs. 
Cef. Take me along, by Heav'n Vle follow thee, 
But how, no Inſtrumeat of deſtiny ? 
Heart, canſt not break like hers? how calm ſhc went ; 
Bur mine's too hig, and muſt with fate be rent, 
Torn from my priſon-houſe: why ſo it ſhall, 
Ple ruſh and leave my brains on yonder wall. 
Dye / ”tis molt fit ; yet &re the deed be wrought, 
Shall not the blood of Pompey know her fault ? 
Yes, Gloriana, yes, thou murd*ring Fair, 
Vie hollow death and vengeance in thy ear 
Rovze thee from Glory's grave*with potent cries, 
Charm'd like a naked Ghoſt compel['d to riſe. 
Enter Marcellus, 
Mar. 1 benny thee haſty news, live, live, but fly, 
Ceſ. News tor thy news, look there, and bid me dye. 
May, My Siſter dead ! 
Ceſ. She parted from lite's Tree 
Hard like Green-fruit, and ſhe was pluck'd by me. 
Why doſt thou bend'her? life thou canſt not mold; 
She is like Alablaſter, fair but cold. 
Mar. O barb?rous Friend /, —Friend ! 1 the name diſown, 
But *tis thy blood that muſt her loſs attone ; 
Thy own cur'ſt tongue which did her murder boaſt, 
Has ſentenc'd thee to death ; —for eyer loſt, 
Dye, Royal wretch, =——— 
Ceſ. What does thy arm arreſt ? 
1 have no Sword, and proffzr thee my breaſt; 
Why doſt thou turn thy melting'eyes away ? 
I am in haſte for death, and cannot ſtay. 

Mar.” Thou art not yet fo black, but my quick fight, 
Through all thy ſhades can ſpy ſome ſtreaks of light ; 
Though bloody, thou art valiant, and I ſcorn 
To give baſe death tp one ſo Nobly born : 

Thou ſhalt in equal Duel periſh. 

Ceſ. No, 
Thou wert my Friend, -4nd canſt not be my Foe. 
'Tis true, thy Siſter dy'd for love of me ; 
Can mortals help what Heav*n ſets down ſhall be ? 
Am I in fault? To thee I muſt beſo; 
Then right thee here, twill prove a welcome bloyy. 

Enter Julia. 

Ful. Ceſario, live! what means my fatal Lord ? 
Ivt poſſible that you can draw your Sword 
4 G 


Agains 
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Againſt your Friend, hat {R whoſe life of late 
Our pray*rs redeem'd from near approaching fate ? 
Mar. Look there, and blame the vengeance I ſhou'd give; 
Is this a Friend ? does he deſerve to live ? 
The horrid crime which he has done peruſe, 
And then the juſtice of my rage excuſe. 
Ceſ. Something in this laſt treatment fhews thee: haſe ; 
Thou calPſt my crime, what my misfortune. was : 
' Should 1 have us'd thee thus, who wert to me 
A thouſand times more dear then life could be? 
Ful. How e're untortunate, *twas a dread degd, 
At ſuch a fight my Father's eyes will bleed; 
Yet, Oh Marcellus | i pare Czſario's life, 
Tis due to Friendſhip, and your weeping Wife: 
Sorrow fo noble paints his manly look, 
That to the heart | am with pity ſtrook, 
Let his life's former adts this once perſwade, 
For faults perhaps which his ill fortune, made. 
Mar. *Tis in the clouds what/&re it be, and why, 
But my heart ſays, -by me he cannot dyes 
But fly, be gone to ſome far deſart, where : 
' 


Thou may'*lt with ſafety live, thou canſt not, here, 
For though we ſpare thee, C#ſar will not ſpare. | | 
Ful. Go, go, Ceſario, fly thy threatning fate... : .... 
And fly from thoſe thou maK*ſt unfortunate, 
Ceſ. Wretch that] am, and terropr to the Earth! 
Where, where is now tl? advantage of my birth, 
Bur to be highly miſerable ? 00, 
Marcellus, yet ther@s: TT to WF. | 4 aint qu 
Bring me, before. we part rt SIE. 1 $205 no vill 
I may to Gloriana's ee © &1 0 ra I 
By Heav*a nor ſhe nor Cwſar that be kan” 12 uv 
For I will go with nought but ſorrow alt=. "Yor | 
By all remembrance of our Friendſhips wt -- 
Grant me this one requeſt, for *tis my la winds Rab wt 
AMar. I will do this; go.not the wr, "my eyes... ey by a? nies | 
Grow ſick, and clouds of death'before me riſe. a CEvmmr. 
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S C E N:' E; The Emperogirs Bed-C bamber, 


Gloriana ſola; dreſb. in white with a Dagger i in | | | 
ber band, Tapers, &c:/ | 


— 


Glor. He dyes, this Idolgf the:earth:ball-down ;; ! 
That brow.that aw*'d the World wittrevery frown; + 
This night ſhall bear its terrours tothe Grave, 
There Great Auguſius ſhall his Empire have. *:: 
When he is dead, A4arcellwgmult aicend; 

And to high ſatery call his noble. Friend 3 
To fave my honour, and Ce/ario too 
AV hat more can Gloriana wiſh $0. do. 


- 
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O Love ! how maſculine ate all my fires? 
With what dread thoughts the God my brealt inſpires ? 
When like a Lion all compos'd to reſt, 
The Tyrart leans upon my Virgin-breaſt, 
In golden dreams expetting boundleſs bliſs, ' 
Vie rock him faſt, for ever: faſt;with this, 
But heark, h* comes, I muſt my arm prepare, 
Vie wo the Bed and wait his coming there. 
Czſario enters, goes to the Bed, draws the Curtain, and 
gazes on ber : ſhe riſes amaz/d, 
Glory. Who's this ? am T awake, or do 1 tee ? 
C#ſario here indeed, can this' be he ? 
It thou be Ceſar's Son that did adore 
The bloud of Pompey, ſpeak, or love no more. 
C#ſ. Love no more. 
Glor. "hy doſt thou thus with frightful ation gaze ? 
Or art thou but the Ghoſt of him that was ? 
Ceſ. The Gholt of him that was. 
G!or. Such by thy ſtedfalt eyes thon wou'dſt appear, 
Thy dread replies unuſual horrovur bear, 
Yet ſure that form my ſoul can never fear, c 
W ho was thy murd”rer, it thou murder'd be ? 
By Ceſar ſlain, or wert £!:0u kilPd by the —— 
Cx/. KilFd by thee. 
Glor. Ceaſe, horrid eccho, ceaſe, and tell at large, 
W hat doſt thou ſeek, what 1s it thou wou'dſt charge ? 
Some dreadful buſineſs drives thy ſtormy mjnd, 
In Gloriand's breaſt a Haven find. 
Art thou diſtracted with thy mighty. grief ? 
Or wow dſt thou gain from wretched me relief? 
Cf. 1 came to ſeek for painted virtue here, 
For one exceeding falſe, exceeding fair ; 
For one whoſe breaſt ſhone like a Silver Cloud, 
But did a heart compogd of Thunder ſhrowd ; 
For one more weeping than the face of Nile, 
Whoſe liquid Cryſtal hides the Crocadile ; 
For one who like a God from Heav*n did pour 
Rich rain, but luſt was in the golden ſhowr ; 
For one who like Pandora beauteous flew, 
But a long train of curſes with her drew ; 
For one who like a Rock of Diamonds ſtood, 
But hemni'd with death, and univerſal flood. 
Gloy. Did I not know you of the Nobleſt frame, 
I muſt confeſs you might the manner blame ; 
Appearance wou'd ſome jealous troubles raiſe, 
Reſpect the time, the poſture, and the place: 
But truſt me and retire. 
Cze/. Still worſe; Retire, 
And leave thee here to roul in ſinful fire, 
Like a fair Glutton gorging valt deſire . 
- 
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©/Appetite of Angels! ſuch withawe. 2 © 
Thou didſt appear when ficſt thy form I aw : 
Glory came down, and Beauty hover'd there, 

But fleeting as the boſom. of the. Air ; 

Air not more wiſh*d, nor eaſter had than thou ; 

Air which the Gods to men and brutes allow. 

Glor. Have 1 deſerv*d this ? but. you may go on, 

My faish will. better by your guilt be ſhewn, 

Cf. "Tis true, the dreſs of innocence you have, 

You look as you were going to a Grave ; 

Prepar'd to crumble into Roſie duſt, 

To meet a Tomb, and not the Bed of Juſt : 

Such Reav*n 1s in your face all clean and-white, 

Like Goddeſles in fleſh, ſo clear to ſight ; 

But cis not fit I tell what's lodg'd within, 

How full thy boſom is of fouleſt ſin. : 
Glor, Speak, for I am prepar'd the worſt to hear. 
Ce/. O ſuch a heart thou haſt that lodges there, 

It all things deadly and perverſe does will ; | 

So in bright Palaces black Tyrants kill : 

So mortal damps are hid in golden Mines, 

And deprav'd ſpirits lurk in Sacred-ſhrines. 

Glor, Have you done yet? 
Ce. The ills that thou haſt done, 

Will like the Steeds of Night for ever run, 

Furies {till laſhing on 3. for thee, ingrate; 

I was the cauſe of dead Narciſſa's fate. 


Glor., O Heav*ns ! g 


Caſ. *T was love of thee that urg'd her doom ; 
Thou thoughtſt thy perjury ſhou'd never come 
To theſe deluded ears, but”*rwas from her: 

I learnt how excellently falſe you were ? 
But I fond fool wowd not believe, till ſhe 
By death confirm*d thy matchleſs treachery. 

Glor. Iſeem'd indeed with Ceſar'to conſent, 

But *rwas to give him fatal-puniſhment ;;} 

To end his Tyrannies with one- great-blow, 

W hich all your rage in yain eflay'd to do. 

For this 1 leant on the Imperial Bed, 

Deeply refoly'd with this to ſtrike him dead ;, 

For this I urg*d you to retire at firft, 
'Tis true, or may | be for ever .cursd. 

Caf. 1 know, I know. you cannot want excuſe, 

Tae fair are ſti] muft-witty wr abuſe ; 

But ] am arm'd, with demonſtration armed, 

And will no more with Beantie's wounds be harm'd :. 
Did not the dying ſpeak it ? perfe&> jrook ; 

I heard, Pve ſeen, by Heav?a there 13 enough « 

I will be deaf as winds when Sea-men pray,. -— 
Aud fweep as furious and ag iwift as. they. 


TID Sat f 


I go the long dark way, 
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Glory. Yet cruel turn, . 

Cf. By all the Gods Ple not, 
I am reſolv*d, and will no more be caught : 
Thus turning from thee, thus 1 loſe the fight 
Of all I ever lov'd; Ple take my flight 
Beyond the Scythian hills, where horrid care 
With her cold ſighs chills all the neighb'ring air ; 
Freezes life's heat, and binds the ſpringing blood, 
Where mirth and joy are words not nnderſtood ; 
W here thouſand ſorrows ſhoot along the glades, 
And melancholy fits in mighty ſhades ; 
Thither Ile fly, and darken all the place, 
And with new clouds the ſolemn mourners grace ; 
With flonds of tears I'le waſh the ſtains of Love, 
And raiſe all Ceſar to the Thrones above. 

Glor. Be gone, to death, to death Ceſario fly, 
Qr if you fear, I'le teach you how to dye : 
Ple be your guide in your dark courſe, and ſhew 
The way to Heav*n, which ſure you do not know : 
Ple imp your pennons, when they flag with guilt, 
And reſt you on ſome clouds embroider'd quilt - 
Chide your ſuſpicions as you weeping ſit, 
Yet pardon all the faults you did commit. 
Thou wilt believe me true when I am dead, 
And death will free me from the Tyrant's bed : 
Turn then, behold the offering which 1 make, 
The laſt of Pompey dying for thy ſake. 

Ceſ. Hold, Gloriana, deſperate murd'ring Fair ! 
Thus, is it thus thou wowdlſt thy honour clear ? * 
Each drop that falls will ro an Ocean ſwell, : 


To ſwallow me ; (who can the-horrour tell / ) 
I drown, Pm ſunk beneath the depths of Hell. 
But Vie not ſpeak to thee, my breath's ſo foul, 
That ev'ry poiſonous word will blaſt thy ſoul. 

Glor, Ahcrucl kind / I can but loſe thee now, 
And death's leſs dreadful than thy angry brow 3 
The dreadful Scene was ſo ſevercly wrought, 
Except 1 dy*d, 1 muſt be guilty thought: 

But le no more the crime of fate upbraid, 
Wipe thy bath'd eyes, and raiſe thy drooping head, 
Alas, we were not for cach other made. 

Ceſ. Night / everlaſting Night ! —— O! ! 

Glor. Do not grieve ; — 

With my laſt breath pardon and lgre receive. 

Support me : 
Caf. Firmer than old Atias ſtands, 

An1 prop a Richer Heav'n with Mortal hands. 

Glor. Take me ſecur'd from paſt and future harms; 
Bow'd to thy neck, and ſinking in thy arms - 
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Caf. 


. Ceſ. Not yet. ol | 


Glor,” Farewell. [4yes. 
Ce). Back, thou departing life, back to thy Cell, 
Her heart in Heav*n chog canſt not ſweeter dwell z 
Move the ſtill pulſe, and thaw each trozen vein 5 
Return, I ſay, Ple force thee back again ; 
Catch the bare ſoul juſt plunging} into bln, 
And give it back with this faſt deathleſs kiG. 
Enter Auguſtus in bis Night-gown. 
Aug. Thus when the Royal Eagle ſtoops to pair, 
With a delibwrate wing he beats the air; 
Views all the Queens of his Heroick Race, | | 
To judge whole eyes deſerve Imperial! grace : | 
Burt having choſe aloft his Empreſs, bears 
To kiſs Jove's feer,' and know her kindred Stars : 
So ſhall my Miſtreſs fit enthron'd above, 
Firſt ſhare my Glory, and then taſte my Love, 
Ha ! who art thou ? my Rival arm'd { who waits ? 
Cx/ar's betray'd, 


Enter Mecznas and Guards. 
Czx/. Call the oppoling, fates, 
With all the Forces of the fighting, Earth, 
For I wowd periſh as becomes, my birth. 
Aug. How cam'It thou here ? 
Cz). 1 will not tell thee how, 
Should the Gods ask, I have not leiſure now : 
But more to blow thy hate, and on diſdain 
Pile burning Rage, behold thy Miſtreſs ſlain. 
Now give me death. 
Aug. Death ! thou haſt nothing nam'd, 
Thou ſhalt be rack%d an Age, and then be damn'd. 
Oh Gloriana, bright unhappy Fair ? 
But ſhall revenge be wanting to deſpair ? 
Kill him, he dies though Ceſar ſhould come down, | 
And for his life with ſacred.ſighs attone. | 
Cf. | thank thee, mighty Rival: ——- 
Yet e're my Ghoſt puts on her Atery Shroud, | 
Behold I kneel, who ne*re to man yet bow'd, 
And beg that when the fatal fires convey*d, 
y which this body muſt be Aſhes made, 
ome of my duſt, as a mgre gerrous doom, 
May be inclos'd in Glorza#a's Tomb. 
Aug. Thou crav'ſt thoſe Honours that my envy moye, 
Yet lie be juſt to Glory as to pe. ob 
Thou ſhalt not vainly kneel, I will comply 
With your delires, Ceſario riſe and dye. 
Cz/. This aGt of virtue, though lately: ſhewn, 
Will in Oblivion all your yices-drown : 
Now Guards your mighty Maſter's will obey, 
Aim'd at my heart your pointed weapons lay 3 
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With all your Spears my body thus encloſe, 
And let me ſet in Glory as I roſe. F 
Avg. The fate he claims my juſtice has decreed, 
And though I turn me from the bidden deed, 
Yet tor the Empires ſafety he, mult pled. 
Fight, | | 

Czſ. Thus fell my Father, Fol. aL round, 

And bore heneath him Glory to the ground ; 
With the remains of lite Ple drag me on, 
And at thy knees for ever lay me down, 
Oh happineſs ! Ol: pleaſure in,death's pangs ! 
My hovering ſoul ore-yghy lov'd, ſweetneſs, hangs: 
Ple graſp her 1}, and Love, ſhall laſt be mine 3 
Give me but this, Ceſar, the world is thine; [ayes. 
Fater Agrippa. 
Agr, Heav'n! Caeſar, Guard ! 
Aug. Oh my Agrippa, fee, 
Behold the malice of my deſtiny ; 
Terrible death which 1 fo often brayd, 
With this laſt vizard has the Victor ſcard, 
Agr. Yet by the fall of Love Empire's acquir'd, 
Since with your Miſtreſs Cfar's Son expir'd. 
4 fly give 
And bribe your big affronted heart to live. oe 

Avg. But all Earth*s Kingdoms cannot equal weigh, 

With the vaſt ſums Love in the Scale did lay : 

Thus the great Governours return me Braſs 

For Gold ; al.l for my Diamonds, barter Glaſs. 
By this time I had been in bed in Heav'n, 

And o're their heads with tow®ring pleaſures driv'n. 

Ni pe _ Tiberius. 

ib, Yet fortifie your mind, dread Sj hear 
What none but I durſt offÞryYohe aA oe 
Fate by Narciſſas loſs m6re ſpite has ſhewn, 
And ſudden death has robb*d you of a Sen. 

Aug. Ha ! 

Tib. Marcellus ſeay*d by Fulia from the ground, 
Sunk in her arms, and dy*d without a wound : 
Stretch*d on his limbs the Princeſs lies all pale, 
And ſoon will periſh except you prevail. 

Agr. We mult ſubmit to the Divins Commands. 

Aug. No, Ile not take a blow more at their hands : 

ve 404 mourn, 

For *tis reſolv'd like Hercules Ple burn, 

Grief mortal as his poiton'd ſhirt ſticks faſt, 

And now 1 wilh that my laſt hour were palt ; 
That my immortal honours were begun, 

Pts.dye, Ple ſet this Evning with the Sun, 
SundMon the Earth, wrong'd Liva's Son proclaim 
My Ceſar, and to Heayn relound his name. 


—  - ew og et —_— 


Tib. 


\- 7b, For me *twere ranicy to make reply, 

Yet in Auguſtus quarrel dare dye; _ 

And almoſt wiſh the World might once rebel, 

That I might reap the fame your Foes to quell : 

But you already awe the Nations round, 

And at your nod bow'd Scepters tcuch the ground, 
Aug. Small are the thanks I owe the Pow'rs aboyc 

For all the Nations that beneath me move : 

As ſevere Maſters ply their early Charge, 

Yet their vex'd ſpirits at ſet times enlarge, 

Some few ſhort airy joys in Fields to find, 

And for worſe hardſhip bait the wearied mind ; 

So Heav*n abroad with Conqueſt crowns my Wars, 

But wracks my ſpirit with domeſtick jars, © : 


EPILOGUE 


TU FRHE 
Court of Auguſtus Czfar. 
Spoken by Mr. Haynes. 


Our Servant, Gentlemen : *tis a lone time 
Since I had th* honour to comverſs with you in Rhime 
They told me at F other Houſe y had left as quite, 
And I was going to hang my ſelf out-right, c 
But for the hopes of pleaſing you to Night : 
For what's inſvid ife to them or me, 
Without the favour of your Company ? 
Good faith Pm wery glad to ſee you here, 
| "Tis well you can at a New Play appear : 
| This Winter you forſating all the Old, 
Kept up one while of a damn'd Pockie Cold : 
| Some few came here, but who, the Lord can tell, 
All were ſhrunk ap like Snails within their ſhell ; 
Huge Brandenburgh had ſo diſguis'd each one, 
That from your Coachian you could ſcarce be knowy + 
And then you droopt as if half-drown'd you came 
Scap'd from North-Holland or from Amſterdam ; 
And Cough'd, Heatn ſave you | with as grave a motion. 
As you had been at Church, where "tis Devotion. 
The Laadtes too neglecting every Grace, 
Mob'd up in Night-cloaths came with Lace to face, 
| The Towre upon the Forehead all turwd back, 
And ſtuck with Pins like th* Man ith Almanack. 
The Miſſes, thoſe delights of humane kind, 
No longer in thetr dear Side-boxes ſhin”), 
But each to Chamber-praftice did retire, 
With Ale and Apples, and a Sea-coal fire : 
H 
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Now this misfortune we by yours have found, 

Tour Cold ſtill ſticks by as, though you are ſound, 
But Sirs, what makes it now ſo hard I pray 

To get you bere but juſt at a New Play? 

Wee Playd t” oblige you all that"s in our powrs, 
Wee Play'd and Play'd our ſelves &en out of doors, 
And yet we cannot find one way to win ye ; 

Tow're grown ſo nice, I think the Devil's in ye. 

But hold, there's one way yet to get your praiſe, 

Ill treating Fu your appetites may raiſe ; 

Libels and Lampoons we for Plays muſt write, Þ 
Criticks like Lovers pald with their delight, : 
Always eſteem thoſe kiſſes beſt that bite. 

IWel deal with you, Gallants, in your own way, 

And treat you like thoſe Punks that Love for pay ; 
Cartwright and I dreſs'd like two thund'ring Whores, 
With Roads will ſtand behind the Lent bow 
And firk you up each day to pleaſure auly, 

As Jenny Cromwell does, or Betty Buly. 
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